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LETTER cds 


66h October 47 
AAV 9 here yeſterday. The 
" minifter is indiſpoſed, and. will 


ns” go out for ſome days. If he 


was leſs. Ppeeviſh and moroſe all 


= would do well. I ſee it but 100 : 


plainly, F Heaven has deſtined me to 
„ ſevere 


1 
ſevere trials: but I won't be dif. 
; heartened : one may bear any thing | 
with a little levity. I can fcarcely 
help {miling at the word which ha: 
juſt eſcaped me: a little of that le- 
vity, which I am totally without, 
would make me the happieſt of 
men. And muſt I deſpair of my ſa- 
culties, and of the gifts of nature, 
whilſt others of far inferior ſtrength 
; and talents are parading ; betore me 


with the among landeten in den. 


ſelves? | Great God ! x: amid it the. - N 
| : bleſſings thou haſt deigned 10 ſhower 


don upon me, why was 1 not en- 


; dowed with lell complacency 1 


confidence ? But patience, and 2 


11 
" will I hope be better ; for I will own 

to you, my dear friend, that you 
nere in the right : ſince 1 have been . 
obliged to mix continually with 
other men; ſince I have had an op- 
| portunity of obſerving their deſigns, 
their conduct, their converſation, 1 
am become more eaſy, and more 
ſlatisfied with myſelf. As we natu- 
rally compare ourſelves with every | 
thing we meet, our happineſs or mi- 


ſery depends on the object which : 


are brought into compariſon with 


us; and in this reſpect nothing is 


7 more dangerous than ſolitude. There 


our imagination, which | is ever. diſ- 


5 poſed to riſe, takes a new {light on 


the | 


E 
the wings of fancy, and forms a 
chain of beings, of which we are 
the laſt and moſt inferior. 35 
things appear greater than they re- 
ally are, and all ſeem ſuperior to 
us; and this operation of the mind 
: is natural, We are continually feel { 


ing our own imperfections wethink 


we have obſerved in others quali- 
ties which we have not, and con- 


' clude they alſo poſſeſs all we have 


7 ourſelves ; and thus we have made 


a perfect. a happy man but ſuch = 


a man exiſts only in our 3 
5 tions. | | | | 


"But when, in . of wakeeb 


5 and diſappoimment, we direct our 


endea- | 


33 
endeavours to one Sf "oy 
we often find that we have made | 


more way though continually ack- 


ing, than others with all the aſſiſt- 
ance of wind and tide; and yet 

that. is a true judgment which we 
| form of ourſelves from our ſituation 


with others, whether we are on A 


— lines wich them or betore them. 


LETTER xxxIxX. 


85 10th November. 


Bre to think. my ſituation TR 


more tolerable: 1 am much „ 5 


el 


1 0 ] 

cupied ; and the number oſ actors, 
and the different parts they play, 
make a very amuſing variety in the 
ſcene, I have made an acquaintance : 
with the Count of C—, and J eſteem 
him more and more every day. He 
is a man ot ſtrong underſtanding 
and great diſcernment a but though 
he ſees farther than other people, 
he is not therefore cold in his tem- 
per and manner; his ſenſibilty ſur- 
_ paſſes all his other qualities. ; One 
morning that I went to ſpeak to 

him upon buſineſs, he expreſſed a 
friendſhip for me; by the firſt word 
he perceived that we underſtood 


_ each other, and that he might talk to 


„ 0 - 


me in a flyle different from that he 
made uſe of with moſt of the others. 
I cannot expreſs the ſatisfacton 1 
receive from the openneſs of his 
conduct with regard to me. It is 
the greateſt ot pleaſures when. a 

delicate mind thus lays itſelf open 


to one. 


LETTER IX 


| Decc mber 24. 
F bonrtsaw mit; the miniſter occa- 
of N ons me a number of vexations. 
«Tis the moit punctilious block head 

* 


under the heaven ; he gocs on Ep 
1 hep, 


tut 


ſtep, with the willing minuteneſa of 


| 4 an old woman. But how can 2 man 


be pleaſed with other people who 


_ never ſatisfied with himſelf ? 1 


| 2 hike to go on with bulineſs regular. 
ly and with alacrity - and when it is 
| finiſhed, that it ſhould be finiſhed. 
But not fo with him: he 15 capable 
of returning my draught to me, 
and faying, © It will do; but go 


over it again however ; there is * | 


ways ſomething to correct; one 


may find a better phraſe, or a pro- | 
perer word. —1 then loſe all pa- 
; tience, and with myſelf at the devil. £7 

Not a conjunction, not one connect. 95 


* word muſt. be omitted, and as 


F 
to the tranſpoſitions, which 1 like, 
and which flow naturally from my 


pen, he is their mortal foe. If every 8 
ſentence is not expreſſed exactly i in 


the ſtyle of the office, he is quite 


loſt. It is deplorable to have any is TM | 


conneftion with ſuch a perſonage. 


The only. thing which gives me 
ſatisfaction, is my intimacy with 
Count C—. He very frankly told 
me the other day how much he was 
| difpleaſed with the difficulties and 
| delays of the miniſter ; that people 
of his caſt muſt make every thing 


: troubleſome to themſelves 888 „ 


ochers: But, added be. 


muſt ſubmit, as a traveller yen 1 + 


ROO obliged | 


. 


E 1 ] 


obliged to climb over a mountain; 


it the mountain was not in the ways 


is road would undoubtedly be 


{horter and more con- enient ; but 


in fine, there it is, aud he mult go 


Over it. 


The old man perceives the Count's 


pre ference for me: it makes him an- 


gry. When I am preſent, he takes 
every opportunity to depreciate the 


Count: I naturally take up his de- 


fence, and that _ increales lis diſ- 


2 pleaſure. Yeſterday * was well 4 


| ware that. when he aimed a liroke 


at my friend, he; meant that it ſhould | 


alſo kit me. For the common 
affairs ot. the world,” "ne. he, the 


W ount 


5 4 * 
Count may do very well: his ſtyle 


is good, and he writes with facility; ; 


but, like other great geniuſes, he 
has no ſolid learning.” 1 longed to 
| firike him; for to what purpoſe is 
argument with ſuch a kind of ani- 
mal'? However, as that was not poſ- 
ſible, I anſwered, with ſome warmth, : 
that every reſp ett was due to him, 
both for his underſtanding and his 
character; that he was the only 
man 1 had ever met with whoſe ex- 
benbve genius raiſed him ſo high 
above the common level. and who 5 


yet retained all his activuy in buſi- 


2 neſs. This was algebra to his con- 


| ceptions ; and 1. withdrew, leſt ſome : 
8 B 3. i new 8 


E 


new „ abſurdity in him ſhould 2 


my choler too much. It is you that 


are the authors of my ill. fortune; 


vou, all of you, who forced me to 


bend my neck to this voke, and 


preached. activity to me. It the 


man who plants potatoes, and car- _ 
ries them to town on market-days, 


is not a more active being than 1 


am, then let me work ten Vears 


longer at the curſed galley 10 which | 


1 am now chained. 


And 1 Haſte and lafſirude, thoſe 


. ae mileries * hic! reign 4 


| mong it the | lilly people who affect. 


"ak unmixe Mt fociety - the ambition 


x of rank ! how they toil, how they. 


watch 


— OO . 


[. 39-1] 


watch to gain precedence | What 
poor and contemptible paſſions, and 
| how plain to be feen! We have a 


woman here, for example, who ne- 


ver ceaſes to entertain the company 


with accounts of her family, and 
her eſtates. Any ſtranger who. heard 


her would ſuppoſe the was a filly 


creature, ' whoſe head was turned 


by ſome flight pretence at leaſt to 
rank, or the lordſhip of a manor ; 
but, &ill more ridiculous, ſhe is the 


_ daughter of a ſteward's clerk in this 


neighbourhood! I cannot conceive 


now the human race can ſo debaſe 


5 itſelt. - 


Ido indeed every day perceive | 


more 


to) 


more and more how abſurd it is te 
judge of others by one's ſelf. And 


it is with ſo much difficulty that I 


top the ferment of my blood, and 
| keep my heart at peace, that I very 
readily leave every one to purſue the 
1 _ he has choſen ; ; but at the ſame 


| ſelt. 


be ney diſtinftions 3 | 
the inbabitants of the fame town, 
. what diſturb me moſt. 1 know 
perſettly well, that inequality of 
conditions is necellary, and how | 
much 1 myſelf gain by it. But 1 
58 would not have this inſtitution come 
in * way and linder me, when I 


wiglt ; 


2 
| 
5 
25 
bp : 
[7 


. 


— 


anglit enjoy ſome pleaſure, ſome ſha- 


dow of happineſs upon this earth. 


I have lately made an acquaint- 


ance with a Miſs B. a verv agtee- 
able girl; who, notwithſtanding the 
formality and itiifnels of the people ; 
about her, has retained a very eaſy 


and unaſlected 1 manner. The: fi i 


conv erſation we had together equal - 


ty pleated us both; an! when we 


parted, I defied leave tt pay my re- 


_ Tpefts to her; * hich ſhe granted 


n ſo obliging a manner, that I 
waited: with impatience tor the time 
to avail. my felt of it. She 8 not 


of chis place, but lives | herc wich 


10 aunt. 'Fhe countenance of the 


old 


[=] 
al virago diſpleaſed me at firſt Rn 
ſight ; however I paid her great 
attention, and often addreſſed my- 
felt to her. In about halt an hour 5 
14 pretty nearly gueſſed what her 
niece has ſince a-knowledged. This 
good aunt, who is in years, with 


= {mall fortune, and ſtill ſmaller 


{hare ot underſtanding, has no ſatis- _ 


: taction but in the long liſt of her 

a ; no protection but ber | 
noble birth ; this is the defence, 
the rampart with which he ſur- 


rounds herſelf; and her only amuſe- 


ment is ſtanding at her w indow to 


. look down with fov ereign contempt 5 


on the isnoble heads which paſs 


1 under TEE 


1 


under it in the ſtreet. This ridi- 


culous old woman was formerly 


| handſome, and many a young man 
vas the ſport of her caprice : that 
was the golden age. Her charms | 


faded, ſhe was forced to accept of 


bs an old half- pay officer, and be ſub- 


ſervieat to his will: that was the 
age of braſs. Now ſhe is a widow, 
and deſeried; was it not for her 


agreeable niece nobody would take 


notice of her —this may wy be 


called the iron -. 


January 8. 1772. 


. \ CHAT men are theſe !—Form 
| occupies their whole fouls ; 


they can eluploy their time and 


thoughts for a whole year together, 


in contriving how to get nearer, by 


one Chair only, to the upper end vi 


the table — And dont call it idle. 


neſs;-.tor on the contrary they in- 


cicaie their labour, by. giving to 
4 4 f 8 8 : a _— , >x ” . 1 
-theſe ttilles tlie time they ought 


to employ in buſineſs. Laſt week 


in a party upon the ice in ſledges, 


ele was a diſpute tor precedence, | 


and: 


- 446 1-7), DG 


[ 25 


aid the party was immediately | 
broken up- N 
The idiots! they do not foe b | 
"ts not the place winch conllitates 
real greatneſs : the man who en- 
joys the higheſt poſt very rarely 
acts the principal part; many a king 
is governed by his miniſter, and 
many a miniſter by his ſecretary. | 
= Who 1s in that caſe to be account- | 
ed the firſt, and chiet 0 Is. it not : 


the man who has the power or 


the addreſs to make the paſſons of ; 


others ſubſervient to lis own de- 


Aigns ? 


6 1 


LETTER XII. 
January 20. 
7 MUST write to you from hence, : 
my dear Charlotte . from a 
cottage where I have been obliged 
to take ſhelter from a violent ſtorm. 
In all the time that I have ſpent 
in that melancholy town, amidſt 
_ Alrangers—flrangers indeed to this. 
 heart—I have not been compelled 
: to write to you : but in this cot- 
tage, in this retirement, in this 
ſort of impriſonment, whilſt the 
ſnow and hail are driving againſt 
lie window, 1 6nd myſelf 


8 reflored to you and to my ſelf. The | 
moment 


mome: n 1 entered, your figure pre- oy 


ſented ſelf before my eyes, "and ZI 


the remembrance of vou filled my 


heart. Oh! my Clarloine, the fa_ 
cred remembrance ! the tender re- 
collections !—Gracious Heave en! re 


ſtore to me that firſt moment in 


which I beheld her! 


Could you but ſee me, my dear 
de Toy that Vans where. 
every thing diſſipates and nothing 
touches me!“ My ſenſes are dried 
up; my heart is at no time full; 1 
never ſhed the ſoft tears of tender- 

; nels; n nothing, nothing touches me, 

1 ita nd, as it w ere, before the raree- 
05 ſhow ; 1 lee the little puppets move, x 


c ® „ and 


TT 15 
and I ſay to myſelf it is a deception 
ot optics. I am amuſed with theſe 
puppets, or rather I am myſelf one 
of them. 1 rake the hand of the oy 
man 2 ſtands next | to me; 1 
| feel chat 1 is made of wood : - 
- ſhudder. and draw mine back. F | 
| have found but one being de 
that is of the ſame order with you, 
a Miſs B. She reſembles you, my 
dear Chariot te, if indeed it is poſ- 
ſible tor any thing to reſemble vou. 
« Ah 1” vou will lay, = he has 
learnt to make elegant compli- 
ments. And there 15 ſome truth 
in your obſervation. bs have- been 


prodigiouſi agreeable lately, not 


avi ing 


e 

| having it in my power to be any 
thing better. 1 have a great deal 
of wit too ; and the women fay 
that nobody underſtands better how 
to deal. out panegyric—" and hien,“ 
vou will add, for one always ac. 
companies the. other. Rut I meant | 
10 talk to vou of XIiſs B. She 
has great ſenſibility, and a ſuperior 
underſtancing; her fine blue eyes 
ſhow evident maiks of both. Her 
rank is a burden to her, and gra- 
wifes. no one palſion of her. ſoul ; 
the would gladiy leave this croud ; 
and we often indulge. our imagina— 
zion-. tn talking, tor hours together, 
ot havpincis in retired and country 


— 


3 ſcenes, 


1 1 
| ſcenes, and near you, my dear 


Charlotte ; for the knows you, 


ſhe does homage to you; ; but the 


homage is not exacted; the loves 


you; and tales great pleaſure in 


hearing me talk of vou. 


Oh! why am I not at your . : 


| in your favourite litile room, and 


the dear children playing round us 


If their noiſe became troubleſome 


10 you, 1 would tell them a liory, 


and they. would crowd. about me 
with fileat attention. T he ſun | is ſet- 
ting; his laſt Trays ſhine on the ſnow 
| which covers the face of the coun - 
| try v the ſtorm 1 is over, and I—muſt 
return to bes 4 dungeon. Adieu 


3 


PF f 


3 
I; Albert with you, and what is he 
to you ? Fool that I am f ſhould 1 


7 aſk this queſtion ? 


EEE Ul” 


February 175 
UL R SET Oi and I dont 1 | 


CM ik we ſhould continue much 


_ longer together : his manner of 


treating a ſubject, and of doing bu- 
ſineſs. is ſo abſurd, that 1 cannot 
help contradicting him very otten, 


and doing things my own way; 


© and then, of courſe, he thinks them "DIY 


very ul done. He mentioned ſome- 
= 0 | Og: ; 


* 


thing of this kind lately in a letter 


to court, and I had a reprimand 8 
from the miniſter there very gently. 
 indeed—but fill it was a repri- 
mand; and I had feſolved to re- 
ſign, when I received a private letter, 
before which I humbled | mylelt, 
and adored the wiſe, the noble, 
the exalted genius which dictated 
it—which _ endeavoured to ſoothe. 
"my painful ſenſibility—e «preſſe an 
| approbation of my fc hemes, and : 
an opinion of their weight and! 111 
fluence—condeſcending to inquire 
| into bulineſs, as well as 7 EK 
amine the ideas of an impctuous 


| young man. How 1 am exhorte i 


| * 
I? SY 
» — — 


5 33 ] 
- not tO extinguiſh this FIRE but o | 
Joly 4 , and keep it within due 
5 8 it may be productive > 
of good! So now I an no longer 
at variance with myſelf, but ſettle, 
| determined—at leaſt for C week to 
come. Content and peace of mind a 
: are valuable things, my dear friend ; 
but if they are precious, they are 


5 alſo tranſitory. | 


LETTER R XLIV. 


EY: | 3 20. 
= 0 D bleſs you. my dear friends! 7 


| happinzſs which he denies 10 me 


and may he grant to you hat e 


pou 


I thank you, Albert, for having de- 


ceived we—1 waited for the wed- 


_ ding-dav to be fixed, and on that 
day I intended wich folemnity to 


have taken dow n Charlotte's profile 


1 the * all, _— with fon: To oth er 


papers to 9 baried- ic You are 


now united, and her picture Nil. 
remains there. * ell let it remam. 
Why ſhould 1 | not 28 Docs not 
Charlotte find room for me in her 
heart? Ves, vou may allow me to 


occupy the ſecond place there : Pe RE 


; 1 will, I ought to keep ut 7 1 {hould 


become furious it the could for- 5 


get Albert, th; at thought is "hel 5 


Mey: - you be. : happy, Albert! — 
Char 


"IFRS IT oo . 


6 * 1 


ene angel of light, may vou 


be che e happieſt of women! ' 


- March Fro 
HA E zuſt had an adventure 
which will drive me from hence: 


1 loſe all patience —Death !—it is 


not to be remedied, and von 0 aly 


Are the cauſe of all this 13 ou that . 


drove me on, and urged and tor- 


mented me ;—you that made me 


, 


take an employ ment * am by no 


means fit for. I have great reaſon. 15 


now to be ſatisfied—ſo have you! 
= N 


1 

But chat 1 may not again be told, 
that the impetuoſity of my temper 
_ ruins every thing, 1 here fend you, 
Sir, a plain and ſimple narration ot 
the affair, as any mere chronicler of 
facts would relate nt, ” 
The Count of C—likes me, dif. 
_ tnguiſhes me ; it is known that he 
does; I have mentioned it to you a 
hundred times. Yeſterday I dined 
with him; it was the day on which 

all the nobility. meet at his houle. | 


| I never once dreamed of the aſſem- 


bly, nor that we ſubalterns were 
excluded. In ſhort, I dined with 
the Count: and after dinner we 
_ went into the hall, and talked and ; | 
„„ i ated 358 8 


333 
walked backwards and forwards. 
Colonel B. who came in, joined in 
the conver ſation, and the time palled 
| away till the company came. God 


knows, 1 was thinking ot nothing ! 


8 when ei the righit noble and 


right honourable Lady of 1. ac- 
companied by her | hulband and 
their filly daughter, With her mall 
waiſt and flat neck; with diſdaiu- 
tul looks and a Faughty air they : 
palled by me. As I hate the w ole 5 
race, I intended to go away, and 
* 45 | only waiting ull the Count 
had diſengaged himlelt from their 
impertinent prate, to take leave, | 
when the groin Mliſs B. came . 
F Vor, I. oy D 5 | 5 in. | 


123 


1a. As I never ſaw her but with 


pleaſure, I flaved and talked to 
her, leaning over the back of her 
chair: and did not percewe till after 
ſome time, that ſne ſeemed a little 
contuſed, and did not ſpeak to me 
Vith her uſual eaſe of manner. * 
Vas flruck with it. Heavens = 
ſaid 1 to myſelf, „can the too be 
like all the reſt?“ I was angry and 
going to w thdraw but the deſire 
i of e: vamining farther into this mat- 
ter kept me. The reſt of the com- 
pany came. I ſaw the Baron F— 
enter with the ſame coat that he 


wore at the coronation. of Francis | 


the Firſt; the Chancellor, and his.” 


wite | 


1 
* 


3 


wite, who 18 old and deaf; the 
Count of 1—. whole Gothic dreſs 


made a {till greater contralt to o. ur 


modern coats, &c. &c. I ſpoke 0 


theſe that l knew among! them J 
. they were all very laconic in their 


anſwers. 1 was taken up with ob. 


lerving Miſs B. and did r lee 


that the women were whiſpering at 


the end of the room, and that by 


degrees the fame whilpering and 


murmuring zt round amo: aglt the 


men, and that Ma: lame 8. was 
{peaking with great warmth 10 the 

5 Count this 1 have ſince leur unt 
trom Miss B. — At length the Count 


came up to me. and took. me to the | 


'D 2 100 win- . 


© 3 


„ 
—ñ ¶ b—— — 


L 4 
window—** You know our tidicu- 
Tons: cuſtoms,” he ſaid; 1 per - 
ceive. the company is rather dil. 
plealed at your being kere 1 would 
not upon any. account—' 1 beg 
vour excel! ency 5 pardon 1 1 ought | 
to Lave thought of it before : but 
I know you will excule this little 
inattention. 1 was going. 1 add- 
. ſore time ago, but my evil 
genius kept me here Ig and. mi- 
ling, 1 Lowed to take leave. He 
ſhook me by the hand in a manner 
which expreſſed] every thing. I 
made a bow to the whole illuſtrious 
atlemb!\, got into my charſe, and 


. drove to M. . coli nemplaied the 


let: ing 


t 41 |S 


CI 


ſetting fun from: the top of the ith, 5 


—I read that beautiful pallage in 
Homer, where the honeſt heriimen 
are deſcribed receiving the king ot. 
Ithaca with ſo mich hoſpitality; 
and returned well pleaſed. Wen 
I went into the ſupper-room at night, 
there were but a lew perſons allem: 
| bled, aud they nac turned up a 
corner of the table-cloth, at 1d were 
play i ig at dice. The god. nature d 
Adelin came up io nie as ſoon as 1 
entered, and in a low | * dice ſaid, 
Lou have met with a Very di 
_ agrees ble incident. 5 Who ö . 11 * 


4 


-—© The C ount obliged 1 vou 10 w ith- 885 


draw from the aſſembly.” — Devil 


"02: "KEE" 


1 
wake the aſſembly !” ſaid 1. 1 was 
very glad to be gone.” I am re- 
joiced.“ he ſaid, “ that you look 
upon the affair in that i ht; all 
that concerns me is, to find that it 
is talked of every Where already. 

From that moment I began to think 
of it in 2 diferent manner. All 
toe that oked at me whilſt we 
re at table, Timagined were look- 
ing at me on account of this inci: 
dent: and bitteracts entered my. 
heart. And now hat I am pied 
whereve r I go, and k-ar the tr1 umphi | 
of my enemies; who lay, : This 
is always the caſe with \ thoſe vain + 
- inſignificant perſonages w ho pre 


| tend I 


t 


Ty be © o deſpiſe forms, * want 2 


SH raiſe themſelves : 5 with other non- 2” 


ſenſe of the ſame kind—I could 
5 plunge a dagger into my. heart, 
Say what you will of philoſophy 
and fortitude: one may laugh at 
. nonſenſe that has no foundation, 
but how is it poſſible to endure that 
| theſe paltry raſcals ſhould have ary 


bold ot one a 


$2 


ETTER XLVI. 
: | "Mack a 
N Er. thing conſpires to drive 


. 8 walking to-day. 1 could not = h 


help = 


me to extreminies, 1 met Miſs | 2 


44 3 
"I joining * and expreſſing 
ſenſe of her altered manner 

towards me, * Oh! W eiter, ' ſaid 
. the, * with eagerneſs, 6 you who 
know my heart, how could vou ſo 
i interpret my diftreſs ? What did 
I not ſuffer for you from the firſt. 

moment I entered the room! 1 
toreſaw_ all that has happened; a 5 
hundred times I was upon the point 
of mentioning it to you. 1 knew 


-$ and | Rr — would 


that the S— 
quit the aſſembly rather than lay 
To your company. 1 knew the Count 


could not break with them: and 


now all the talk! — I endeavou rea . 


to conceal | my emotion, and aſked 


| her 


1 


her what talk! Oh! low much 
it has already coſt ne. ſaid che 
5 amiable girl, and tears came in 0 
ber eyes —I could ſcarce contain 
myſelt—I was ready to throw y- 
felt at her feet. N Explain volu— 8 
ſelf,” 4 cried. —Her tears flowed. 
and 1 was quite frantic. She wiped 
them away without endeavouring 

to hide them. ou know my : 


 . aunt,” the continued ; 8 ſhe was 


e and, good God! in what 


a light does ſhe conlider the affair ! 


Werter, what leſſons have I heard 


laſt night and this morning upun 


my connection wich vou! 1 have 


been ob liged to hear you dbeaſed h 


and 


: 
, 
: 
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ond. run "Ja : ant 1 —_ not, 


I dared not ſay much in your de- 


tence.” Every word was a dagger; 


ſhe did not know that in pity to me 


the ſhould have concealed all that 


ſhe informed me of.—She told me 
too all the impertinent nonſenſe 
that would be circulated upon che 


occaſion, and how the malicious 


would triumph; how they would re- 
joice that my pride was humbled ; 
and how. happy it would make 
them, to ſee me puniſhed for that 
want of efteem for others, with 
which 1 had been often reproac hed. 


This is what ſhe told me, and 11 


2 manner which ſhowed the 3 5 


in. 


to) 


inereſt ; this is what I was torced 5 

to hear—it awakened all my paſ- i 
fions, and I flill breath rage and 

fury. Would that 1 could find a 


man who dared banter me on this 


event —1 would ſacrifce him WM 


ftantly to my reſentment ; 35 it would 
be a relief o me to diſcharge my 
fury on che firſt object I met z—a 
- hundred times have 1 caught up a 


ſword to give vent to my oppreſſed 


heart. There is a noble race of e 


© Horles, n will inſtinctively open. 
a vein with their. teeth, when NY 1 


ate heated by a long courle, 1 


| order to breathe more 0 —— 


m often tempted | 10 oy a vein, 17 


and | 


[ 48 | 


and procure for myſelf everlaſting 


liberty. 


LETTER XLVIL 


March 24. 
Have wiitten to court for leave 
10 reſign ; and I hope I ſhall ob- 
| tain it. You will forgive me for 
not having previouſly conſulted you. 
It was expedient for me to leave 
this place. — I knew all you could 
allege in order to induce me to 
ſtay, and therefore——— Al beg of you 
£9 fotten this news as much as von 0 
can to my mother, whos vou 40 


quain. 


9 

a quaint her with it. I can do no- 
thing for myſelf ; how ſhould 1 do 

: any thing for others? She will un- 
doubtedly be grieved to find that 
I have ſtopped ſhort in that career 


which would have led directly to my 


= being firſt a Privy Counſellor, and 5 


then Minifter ; and to ſee me thus | 
returning to my original nothing. | 


| you will, combine all the reaſons. 


oo which ſhould have induced mew ©: 


May ; 1 am going, that 1s ſuthcient. 155 


But that vou may not be ignorant 


: Where 1 am goiag, I ſhall tell you _ 


„ at here is the Prince of—, who 1 ; 


#3 i much pleaſed with my company, 


E. and 


[ 50 1 
and who having honed o my in- 


tention to reſign, has invited me wo 


bis country-houle, to pals the ſpring- 


months with him. He aſſures me 


: that I ſhall be left quite at liberty; 
and as we agree on all ſubjedts ms 


= but one, I ſhall. venture to accom- 
| pany him. | 


LETTER: XLVIILL 


| "Agel 19 
Tuaxx vou tas: your two let | 


| ters. 1 waited tor my. anſwer 


= rom court before 1 wrote to YOu. 5 


1 was under continual apprehenſion | 
| 1 


4 51 1 
left my mother ſhould a i to the | 
| miniſter, in order to defeat my 
purpoſe. But I have received my 5 
diſmiſſion: : and here it is. | _ will 
not tell vou with what regret it was 
given to me, nor what the miniſter 
ſaid in his letter to me; for vou 
w ould renew your lamentations. 
The money which 1 ſent to my mo- 
ther tor, :$ ſhall not want ; for the 
hereditary Prince has made me a. 
preſent—and i * was accompanied 
< by a few. words which ee me 


; almoſt to tears. 


FR ae 


LETTER XLIX. 


May 5. 

F Str out to- morrow; and as my 
native place 1s but fix miles 
out of the great road, I have a mind 

| to ſec it, and call back to my re- 

membrance the happy dreams of 
my childhood. I ſhall go in at the 
fame gate which I came through 
with my mother, when after my 
father's death ſhe left that delight- 
tul retreat to immure herſelf in 
vour melancholy town. Adieu, my 
dear friend. You ſhall hear of my 
| expedition. Ek 


L E T. 


* 1 


. 

| May. 9. | 
I PERFORMED my pilgrimage to 

the place of my nativity with 

all the devotion of a real pilgrim ; 
I was affected much bey ond what I 
expected. Near the great elm, 8 
which 1s a quarter of a league from 
the village on the fide ot S—, 1 
got out of the carriage, and ſent it 
on before, that alone and on toot 1 
might more tally and without inter- 


ruption enjoy all my recolleftions- 


I was then under the ſame elm 


which formerly was the term and 
object of my walks. How | things 
N F >.” have 


15 „ 
have fince changed ! Ties, in hap- 
| py ignorance, I languiſhed alter a 


; world I did not know, and where 


WL hoped to find all the enjoy ments 
: my heart ſo often felt the want of : 
and now I was returned trom that 
world ſo much deſired ; and what, 
my dear friend, did I bring back? 
Diſappointed hopes, _ unſucceſsful 
* : 
xs oblerved the oppoſite moun- 
- tains, and I remembered how often 


they had excited my withes. - 


uſed to lit ſometimes tor whole ; : 


hours looking at them, and ardently _ 
longing. to wander under the ſhade | 


. tho! fe woods which. make 10 de- 


lig! il Hal | 


„ 
| 1 35 
lightful an object in the diſtance. 
Wih what reluctance I quitted 
: this. favourite ſpot when the play- 
5 hour was over, and my leave of ab. 
ſence expired! As I drew near to 
the village, I recogniſed all the little 
gardens and ſummer-houſes hat 
1 was deen ed with. 1 diſliked 
the new oncs, as I do all the altera- 
5 tions that Lave been made ſince my 
time. I went into the village, and 
ſelt quite at home again. I cannat, 
| my dear friend, in detail relate. al; 
the circumſtances with which I was 
aſſected; however intereſting they 
Vere to me, there would be a ſame. 
| weſs in the relation. I had intended 


a. 


1 J 
to lodge in the macket-place near 
our. old houſe : as foon as I en- ” 
| tered, 1 perceived that the {cliovl- 
pagan; where we were taught by 
that good old woman, Was turned 
into a ſhop. I. remembered the 
' ſorrow, the dulneſs, the anxiety, the 
oppreficn of heart 1 had expericn- 
ced in that confinement. Every 
ſtep was marked by ſome particulay 
Impreſſion. A pi grim. in ri e holy 
land does not meet with {ſo many 


ſpots which bring tender recollec 


_ 


tions to his mind; and ſcarcely feels 7 
more devotion. One ſenſation 1 
| will relate, of the thouſand. I expe- | 
g rienced : Havi ing followed the courſe : 


of 


t 


255 of is fream to a farm, which was. 


. . formerly a favourite walk Re: 


5 wiſe, and where we uſed to divert. 


5 ourſelves with making ducks. and OE. 


__ drakes upon the water; | was moſt ; 


ſorcibly ſtruck with the memory of 5 


| what I then was, when I looked at 


the water as it flowd, and orm 


romantic ideas ot che countries it 


was going to pals through. My 


imaginat on Was ſoon exhauſted; 1 


but the water continued flowing 


Ru farther and farther, will 1 was be- 


| wildered in the idea ot inviſible 8 


ſtance. Exactly ſuch, my dear 


£0 | friend, were the thoughts of our | | 


wot anceſtors —And when Ulyſſes oY 


talks 


3 


walks ot the unmeaſurable fea, and 8 


the unlimited earth, is it not more 45 


natural, more true, more according 7: 
3 to our feelings, than when, in this 
philoſophic age, every ſchool-boy 
thinks himſelf a prodigy becaſe he 
can repeat after his maſter that the 


earth 1 is round 3 


1 am at preſent wich the Prince : 
at one of his hunting- lodges. He 
is an honeſt and unafletted man, bf 
and I am very well pleaſed with © 
him: what I diſlike, is his talking 
ot things which he has only read or 
| heard of, and always exatily under 


the ſame point of view that they 


fo have been preſented to him. Iam 5 


. rr: 
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ſorry to fay that he values my un- 
derilanding and talents much more 

highly than that mind, for which 
alone I value myſelf—which alone is 


the ſource of talents, of happineſs, 

ot mitery, ot every ching which ; 
makes me all I am, and 15 ſolely | 2 

mige. Any body 12 know all 
that I know. | 


May 35. 
Hab a ſcheme in my head., 


which 1 intended to conceal | 


from you un ut was 5 accomplithed ; 3 


Wi | —now 


l 
Eno that it has failed, I may as 


well tell it to you. I had a mind 


25 to go into the army; I had long 


been deſirous of it, and it was my _ 
chief reaſon for coming here with 


the prince. He is a general in the 


ſervice of the— —. As we bs 


were walking juſt now, I commu- 


---nicked my deſign to him: he did 


not approve it; and it would have 
been madneſs not to have vielded 


to his reaſons. i 


LET. 


LETTER LIL 


June 11. 


A what vou pleaſe, I can tay 


— this place no longer. What 
| 1 ſhould I do here? I am weary of” 
The prince, it is true, treats 
me in all reſpetts as his equal, 
but ſtill I am not at my eaſe here. 
8 Beſides, we are at bottom very dif- 
terent men. He has a good under- 
| landing, but quite of the common 
kind; and the ple i are I have in 
his converſation, is only ſuch as L 
receive from reading a well- ritten 
book. I ihall ſtay a week more 
| here, and then travel about again. 


. What | 


1 1 


5 N What 1 hs done beſt, nee 1 


came to this place, are ſome draw- 


ings. The Prince has ſome taſte | 
for the arts, and would have more 


if it was not cramped by cold rules 


5 and technical terms. -Þ often loſe : 


all potience, when with a glowing 


imagination I am giving to art and 


nature the moſt lively expreſhon, _ 


. and he ſtops me with learned criti- 


5 ciſms, upon which he "7 values 
0 himſelt | 


L E Tr. 


15 . 63 1 


LETTER LIL 


| | June 18. 
Winne am I going ? I in 
| * tell you in confidence : 4- 
am obliged to continue here a e. 
night longer; after that, I thought 
it would be W for me to ſee 

the mines of 


| But it is no 
fuch thing ; 11 only TE” my ſelf : 


--the- real truth is, chat I with to be 1 


near Charlotte again. 1 am not 26 
SI dupe of my. heart, but I obey its 
dictates. 5 8 


ü ] 


LETTER LIV. 


| „5 RT + V 
O ! no : : tis well—'tis all well. 
7M Me her huſband ! Eternal 

Power that gave me being, if thou 
hadft deſtined ſuch happineſs for 
4 me, my whole life would have been 
one continual thankſgiving ! But I 
will not murmur againſt thee: for- 
give my tears, forgive my fruitleſs 
vows s! —She might have been mine; 
1 might have folded in theſe arms 
all that is lov ely under heaven !— 
My whole frame 1 is convulſed when 5 
Albert puts his arm around her 7 


waiſt,” 


| Shall 


1 
Sball I ſay it? — And why ſhould 
1 not ſay it ?—She would have been 
happier with me than with him. 
Albert was not made for her: he 
wants a certain ſenſibility ; he wants 
Ein ſhort, their hearts do not beat 
in uniſon! Ah my dear friend, 
bow often, in reading an intereſting 
paſſage, when my heart and Char. 
lotte's ſeemed to meet ; and when 
our ſentiments were unfolded by the 
= ſtory and ſituation of a fi&nious ; 


character, how ofien have I feen and 


felt, that we were made to under. . 


ſtand each other ? Alas, my friend! 
Bu this worthy man loves her 


* » 9 8 0 with 


5 * . 
— eo — * — 
; js K ” 


[6] 


| with all his 1 foul ; and what does = 


ſuch love deſerve £ 


1 have been interrupted by an 8 


 ſufferable viſit. I have dried up my 
tears, and my thoughts are a little | 
_ diſſipated. Adieu, my deareſt 


X friend 


LETTER IV. 


Ages "TY 


i JP not alone unfortunate ; men 


are all diſapointed in their D 


hopes, and all their ſchemes fall to 
* the ground. 1 have been to ſee the 
good 1 oman under the lime- trees. 


"This cldelt boy ran to meet me He; 


ſcreamed 


* 


67 J 


{creamed for joy, and that brought 


out his mother. She looked very 
melancholy. © Alas! my good. 
Sir, ſaid ſhe, © our poor little 
Jenny is dead; that was the young- 
elt ot her children). Ianſwered no- 
thing—“ And mv hulband,” the 
continued, came back from Hol- 
land without any money: he was 
taken ill with a fever; and if ſome 
good people had not relicved him, 

he muſt have been obliged to beg | 
his bread along the road. I could 
money to the boy: and ſhe offered 


and, tullof ſorrow, left the place. 


LET. 


7-8: 4- 
LETTER LI. 5 


8 21.4 
TY ſenſations change with the 
| = rapidity of lightning. Some 
times a ray of joy ſeems to give me 
new life—Alas! it diſapears in a 


| moment, When I am thus loſt. in Fs 


reveries, I cannot help ſaying to 
| myſelf—* It Albert was to die, 4 = 
ſhould be—yes Charlotte would” 
and 1 purſue the chimera till! it leads 


me to the edge of a precipice, from 


Which 1 ſtart back and ſhudder. | 


When . go out at the lame gate, 


. when 1 take *. ſame road which _ 
£ | . conducted | 


1 "GS-1 


ceadudel me for the firſt tinie to- | 55 


wards Charlotte, my heart inks 


within me; and I tec with bitter- 


_ neſs how different I then was from 


what I now am. Yes, all, all is va- N 


niſhed. Not a ſentiment, not a pul- 


ſation af my heart, is the ſame ; Eos 


races of the palt remain. I the 5 


ſha. le ot a departed prince could 


return to viſit the ſuperb palaces. he 55 


had built in happy times, and left 


to a beloved ſon; and if he found 


| them ov erthrown aad deſtroyed by 


{ more powerful neighbour, ſuch 


- would be his ſenſations, 


1 


LET. 


{ 5» ] 


ws LETTER. LVII. 


| Sepremberg, 
80 METIMES cannot comprehend _ 
how it is that ſhe loves another 

— the dares love another whilſt 
I bear her about me in this heart— 

- whilſt ſhe entirely fills and engroſſes 
_ it—whilſt I think only of her, know 
| only her, and have nothing but her : 
in the world. 5 


3 
LETTER Lil. 


September 'E 


T coſt me much to part with that 


blue frock which I wore the firſt 


time 1 danced with Charlotie; * 
could not poſſibly appear in it any 
longer: but 1 have made another 
exactly like it, and with a buff ail 


bay: and breeches. 5 


1 has not, however, the ſame ef. 
| fett upon me. 4 don' t know but 


I hope in time it will be as dear io 


me. 5 


L ET. 


1 


L * 1 
LETTER IIX. 


| September 15. 
INE 18 tempted. to wiſh one's 
— ſelf at the devil, when one 
thinks of all the contemptible be- 
ings which Heaven ſuffers to crawl. 
upon this earth, without any teel- 
ing, without any idea of the things 


which may be intereſting to others. 


You remember the walnut-trees at 


7 S. under which 1 ſat with Charlotte 


at the worthy old vicar's. Theſe _ 


beautiful, theſe beloved trees, how 
they adorned the parſonage- yard |! 5 


their ade was reſreſning . it was. 


. reſpec- PESTS 


1 1 5 
ceſpettable,. for it carried one back 


with pleaſing ideas to the good 5 


ſtors who planted them. The ſchool- 

maſter often mentioned the name 
of him who planted the oldeſt of 
them. He had it from his grand- 


facher. This vicar was an excellent 


man; and under theſe trees his re- 


ſpettable memory was ever preſent Ew; 


to me. The ſchoolmaſter had the — 


tears in his ey es yeſterday | when he 
told us they were cut down c.. 


down ! 11 could i in my fury murder 


the ruthan who ftruck the firſt 


| FD Rtroke !—I that ſhould grieve „„ 


had two. ſuch trees in n. 


3 and one died of old 28. 1 muſt 


Vor. JE i GC | | a . 5 
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encure this. I have, however, one 
confolaton—ſuch is fenument—. 


the whole village murmurs at it; 


and I hope the good peaſants will 
make no more preſents to the vi- 


car's wife, and that ſhe will ſuffer 


lor the miſchief ſhe has done in the 


pariſh—tcr ſhe did it, the wife ot 


the preſent incumbent, (our good 
old man is dead), a tall, mcagre, 

| wrinkled, wan creature, who is {0 
far 1ight to diſregard the world. 

that ile world tetallx diſregards 

| her - an antiquated ſcold, who at- 
ſects to be learned, pretends to ex- 

amine the canonical beoks, lend 

| : ber aſſiſtance towards the new re- 

| > > formation 


E 7S. 4 | 


| tormation moral and critical of OY | 


Chriſtion religion, aud ſhrugs up 
her ſhoulders at the mention of 
Lavater's enthuſiaſin. Her health. 
is deftroyed, and hinders her from 
having any enjoyment here below. 
Sucha being only could have cut 
down my walnut-trees. No, I can; 
not get over it. Would you hear 
her reaſons ? The leaves which fell 
from them male the court wet and 
dirty: the trees obſtructed the 
light; little boys e ſtones at 
- the nuts ; and the noiſe affected her 
nerves, and diſturbed her protound 
meditation when ſhe was weighing | 


| in the balance Kennicou. Semler, : 


* 76 1 
and Wan When I found that 


| all the pariſh was difpleaſed, and 


particularly the old people, I aſked 
them why they ſuffered it? —* Ab! 
Sir,” they ſaid, * when the ſteward 


orders, what can we poor peaſants 


do? However, one thing has hap- 
| pened very well; the fleward and 
the vicar (who for once thought 
tio reap ſome advantage from the 
caprices of his wile) intended to di- 
vide che trees between them. The: --- 


revenue-office being informed of it, 


took poſſeſſion of the trees, and 


| ſold them to the beſt bidder. There 


_ they ſtill lie on the ground. Oh 


0 1 was a ſovereign prince, how I! 
| a would 


t 1 


would teal with the vicar, the 


ſteward, and the revenue-office = 
But if I was a prince, what ſhould 1 
care for the trees that grew in my 


country ? 


LETTER -LX. 


| October 10. 
YNLY to look at her dark eves 
"16.40 ne happineſs. What 


5 grieves me iS, that Albert does not 


i ſeem lo happy as he expected to 


| be—as I mould have been—if— 


1 don't much love ſuſpenſions ; but . 


here x cannot expreſs my ſelt any 2 


NS: 5 other- 


1 


otherwiſe. —Heavens ! and am 1 not 


I . enough & 


”" LETTER IXI. 


2; October 12. 5 
VSSIAN. has taken the place 
it Hower in my heart and 
imagination. To what a world does 
the illuſtrious bard carry me! To 
wander in heaths and wilds, ur- 
rounded by impetuous whirlwinds, 
in which, by the teeble hight of the 
moon, we diſcover the ſpirits of our 
anceſtors tio hear from the top 
| f os mountains, amight the roar - p 


ts 


ing 4 the waters, their plaintive 


ſounds iſſuing from the deep caverns, 


and the ſorrowful lamentations of a 


| maiden who ſighs and dies on the 
moſſy tomb of a warrior by whom : 
ſhe was adored ! I meet this bard 
with filver hair ; he wanders in 
dhe valley, he ſeeks the footiteps of 
his fathers. Alas! he finds only | 
their tombs! Then contemplating 


the pale moon as ſhe ſinks beneath _ 


the waves of the toaming fea, the 


memory of time paſt. ſtrikes mm 


mind of. the hero .—thoſe times 
when the approach of danger filled 
his heart with exultation, and gave 
| vigour to his nerves—when the 


moon 


1%] 
moon ſhone. upon his bark laden 
with the * of his enemies, and 


lighted up his triumph — When 1 


read in his countenance his deep 


: forrow--when 1 ſee his ſinking glory 
dottering towards the grad ehen 
be caſts a look on the cold earth 
which is to cover him; and cries 
out, “ The traveller will come, he 
will come who has feen my beauty; 
and he will aſk , Where | is che bard, 
where is the illuſtrious ſon of Fin- 
gal 2 he will walk over my tomb, 
and he will ſeek me in van — 
Then, O my friend! I could in- 
: itantly, „like a true and noble Knight, 


draw my ſword, and reſcue my prince 


„on, 


0 22 ] 
from long and painful languor, and 
afterwards plunge it into my own 
breaſt, to follow the * whom 
my hand ſet free. 


H•ůl way 
A LAS! the void, the feartul 
> void, 1 feel in my boſom 


eee 1 think, if I could but 


once, only once, preſs her to my 


hea, 1 ſhould be happy: 


LETTER LXIII. : 


26th Gabe. 

AM convinced, my dear friend, 
more and more convinced, that 
the exiſtence of any one being what- 5 
ever is of little, very little, conſe- 
quence. A friend of Charlotte's 
| came juſt now to make her a viſt: 
I withdrew, and 2 a book in 
the next room ; but 1 could not 
1054. and therefore I write to you. 
1 hear their converſation : . | they arc 
only talking of the news ot the 


ion; : one 18 going to be married ; 


another iS ill. very ill. 7:06 She has à 


dry 
| / | 
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dry cough and frequent faintings ; 


he cannot recover, OY fays. one. N. 


= is very ill too, ſays Chaviows 


He begins to ſwell already,” an- 3 


ſwers the other: And my imagination 


| ſuddenly carries me to their fick- 


beds; I ſee them ſtruggling againſt | 
approaching death, in all the ago- 
nies of pain and horror. 1 ſee them | 


—And theſe good little women are 


talking of it with the ſame indiffer- = 


ence that one would mention the 
* death of a ſtranger.—And when 1 
look at the apartment in Which [ 5 


now am, when I ſee Charlotie 8 ap- | 


9 parel lying round me; here upon | 


5 5 this little. table are ber car-rings, 


Albert! 
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7 Albert's papers, all the hi which | 


are fo familiar to me, the very ink- 


ſtand now I uſe; and that I think 

what 1 am to this family—every 

thing—my friends eſteem me, are 
made happy by me, and my heart 


cannot conceive that any ching could 2 


exiſt without them and yet if 1 was 


now to go, if I was to quit this 


- _ circle, would they teel, how long 


_. would they feel, that void in their 


life which the loſs of me would 
leave? How lon g- yes, ſuch is the : 

trailty ot man, that there where he 
moſt teels his own exiltence, where 


5 hispreſence makes a real and 4 ſtrong ; 


impreſſion, even in the memory of 
Re 5 choſe 


| LY 8 * 
I pu are dear to . there Ks 
_ alfo he muſt periſh and vaniſh | REES 
ay and that ſo quickly ! | 


| October 27. | 
[Courio tear. open my boſom, 1 
could beat my head againſt the 


5 5 * when I lee how. difficult NEE 


to communicate our ideas, our len- 


£ ſations, to others ; to make them a 


enter entirely into our feelings. 1 _ 


cannot receive from another the 


love, the joy, the warmth, the 1 


5 ſure, that I do not naturally poſſeſs; 


nor, with a heart glowing with the IM 


1 
moſt lively aſſeftion, can I make 
the happineſs of one in whom che 
fame warmth and energy are not in- 
e 


LETTER LXV. 
3 . October 30. 
HuxDKRED times have I been 


* 


| her m my aims What torment it 1s ; 


upon the point of catching 


10 fee ſuch lovelineſs, ſuch charms, 
paſſing and repaſſing continually be- 
tore one, and not dare to touch 
them! To touch is ſo natural rho 
not children touch every thing that 


They ice * and 1 !— 


r 


LETTER IXVI. 


| | November 3. 7 
TOW. often, when [ have big. 
down i in my bed, have 1 wiſh- | 
5 ed never to wake again! and in the 
morning I open my eyes, 1 again | 
| behold the ſun, and I am wretched. 
Oh! why am I not fanciful and hy- 
Pochondriacal! Why cannoc l at- 
5 tribute my woes to intempecate_ ſea- 
ſons, to diſappointed ambition, to 


the perſecutions of an enemy > for 


then this inſuppor table load of SE. 


content would not reſt wholly upon 
my ſelt. But, wretched that Jam 
85 M's 5 


e 
I feel it but too ſenſibly, I alone am 
the cauſe of my unhappineſs; this 


ſame boſom, which formerly na . 


tained a ſource of delight, is now 
the ſource of all my torments. Am 
I not the ſame man who formerly 
felt only agreeable ſenſations ? Who 
every ſtep he took ſaw paradiſe be- 


tore him, and whoſe heart was ex- 


panded, and tull of benevolence to 


5 the whole world. But this heart 1s 


5 now dead, dead to all! ſentiment: 
my eyes are dry ; ; and my ſenſes, 


no longer refreſhed by ſoft tears, 
wither away, and periſh, and con- 


; ſume my brain. My ſufferings are = 


5 L I have loſt the ly charm . 


EE 
| of my like ; that active, ſaered power, 


which created worlds around me, 


it is no more. From my window I _ 


| fee the diſtant hills; the riſing ſun 
breaks through the miſts, opens 
wide the proſpett, and illuminates 
the country. I ſee the ſoft fiream 
gencly winding through the willows. 
{tripped of their leaves. Nature diſ- 


plays all her beauties before- me,. 


8 exlubits the moſt enchanting ſcenes, = 


5 and my heart is unmoved ; 1 e 


main blind, inſe enſible, petrified. 
Otten have 1 implored Heaven for 


tears, as the labourer prays 3 tor dews 2” 


EE * moiſten the parched corn. 3 
But, 1 feel it, God does not grant 3 
2 3 1 5 ſunſhine e 


E 
ſunſhine or rain to importunate in- 
treaties. Thoſe times, the memory 
of which now torments me, why 
| were they ſo unfortunate ? It was be- 
_ cauſe I then waited for the bleſſings 
of the Eternal with patience, and 
received them with a grateful and 10 


| teeling heart. 


LE TTE R LXVI. 
Mae 8 8. 


Cees has reproved me | 
for my exceſſes with ſo much 
tenderneſs and goodneſs. —In order : 
10 forget. my ſelf, my dear friend, 1 
have tor ſome time paſt drank more = 
Vine 


ao OE 
wine than uſual—* Don't do it, 
fſaid ſhe ; think of Charlotte. 
The neceſlary advice to think of 
Charlotte !—1 do think of you, and 
yet tis not thinking of you; you are 
always before my eyes, you are in 
my heart ; This very morning I was 
8 fitting in the place where you ſtop- 
ped the laſt time. Immediately ſhe 


125 changed the ſubject. My dear friend, l 


| I am no longer any thing ; ſhe makes 
mue juſt what ſhe pleaſes. 


| 1 | 


LETTER LXVIL 


5 | November 1 5. 
THANK you, my good friend, 
for intereſting 1 yourſelf ſo Kind. 
y in what relates to me, and for 


the good advice you give me; and 


l beg of you to make yourſelf eaſy. 


on Leave me to my ſufferings; ſur- 


_ rounded as I am, I have till irength 


enough to endure them to the end. 


-"} revere our religion ; you know 1 


"4 do N am ſenſible that it often giv es 
3 to che teeble, and comfort 


b de afflicted.— But has it, ſhould it 


= have this effect on all men equally ? 45 
e 5 


ee 
Conſider this vaſt univerſe, and you 


vill find millions for whom it never 


Has exiſted ; and millions, whether 
it is preached to them or not, tor 5 
| whom it never will exiſt. —Do not 


give a wrong conſtruction to this, 1 


beg of you. 1 don't love vain dif. 


5 | putes on ſubjets which we are all : 


equally ignorant as. - What is the 
_ deſtiny of man ?—to fil up the mea- 5 
ſure of his ſufferings, and drink up 


the bitter draught.—And if the cup. 


appeared bitter even to the Son of | 


' the Moſt High; why ſhould 1 affeft 


a fooliſh pride, and ſay my cup is 


ſweet? Why ſhould I be aſhamed = 


it tremble in that fear ful moment, 5 


When 


„ 
" when my ſoul ſhall be ſuſpended be- | 
tween exiſtence and annihilation— 
when diſſolution, like a flaſh of light- 

ning, ſhall illuminate the dark gulf 


of futurity——when every thing ſhakes 


around me, and the whole world 


vaniſhes away ?—This is the voice 


of a creature oppreſſed beyond all | 


reſource, and who feels with terror 
chat he cannot eſcape deficution—- 
«+ My God! my God! why haſt thou 
forſaken me Should I be afha- 
med to uſe this expreſſion He who 
ſpreads out the heavens as it were 


2 garment, felt terror himſelf. 


LET. 
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LETTER LXIX, 


| | _ November 26. 
4 \HairktotT: does not know, 


does not feel, that he 15 pre- 5 


paring for me a poiſon which will . 


| deſtroy us both; and this deadly 
poiſon which ſhe preſents to me 1 


ſwallow in large draughts. What 


mean thoſe looks of kindneſs which _ 


| ſhe ſometimes beſtows upon me, that 
_ complacency with which the hears 
the ſentiments that ſometimes eſcape 
me, and the tender pity which ap- 
pears in her countenance ? Yelter- 
day, when I took leave of her, ſhe 
held. | out her. hand to me, a and ſaid. 
„ „Adieu. 


£6] 


Adieu, my dear Werter Dear 8 
Merterl—It was the firſt time ſne 
ever called me dear; the ſound ſunk Ee 
deep into my heart: I have repeat- Sn 

7 5 ed it a hundred times ſince; and 

| when I went to bed, I ſaid, « Good 

night, my dear Merter! go recol- 
let myſelf, and laughed. 


OE — 


LETTER LAX. 


| | November 24 


YHARLOTTE is ſenſible of my 
ſufferings. 4 found her alone, es 
4 2 was filent : the looked ftedfaſtly | 
5 at me: the fire of genius, the charms 5 ; 
| 5 of beauty. were fled. . But | 1 Sd 


19 


her countenance an expreſſion mucli 


more touching ;—the expreſſion of 
ſoft pity, and the tendereſt con- 
cern. — Why was I with-held from 

throwing myſelt at her feet ? Why 
did 1 not dare to take her in my 
arms, and anſwer her by a thouſand 
kiſſes? — She had recourſe to her. 
harpſichord, and in a low and ſweet 
voice accompanied it with melo- | 


| dious ſounds. Her lips never ap. 


ZN peared ſo lovely; they ſeemed but 


juſt to open to teceixe che notes of 
the inſtrument, and return halt the 


vibration. —But who could exprefs 


5 fuch ſenſations ! I was ſoon over- TD 


come; and bending down, 1 pro- 


[ nounced. 


[ 98 ] 
nounced this vow * Beautiful lips. 


| Which celeſtial ſpirits guard, never 


out my deſtiny. To-day again— 


will I ſeek to profane you.” And 
yet I wiſh—oh, my friend! tis like 
drawing a curtain before my heart 
——only to taſte this felicity, and 
die and expiate | my crimes.—My - 


crimes ! ' 


= R X LXXI. 


| November 36. 
Ir is all over: MY it ; my fate 


is decided. Every thing incre- 5 
N "i my woes 5 every thing points 5 


1 


1 went 10 walk by the river- fide, 


| about dinner- -tme, for 1 could not 1 


deſerted; a cold and damp eaſterly 


wWeind blew from the mountains, and 


black heavy clouds ſpread over the 


ſtance in an old great coat; he was 


wandering amongſt the rocks, and 


i lee med to be looking tor plants. * 


When came up to him, he turned : 


about, and I faw an e 
5 countenance, with all the marks of x 
a ſettled melancholy his fine black 


| hair was flowing on his ſhoulders, 


5 1 What are y ou looking for, friend 5 


bid 1. He anlwered. n a r 


1 „„ © 1 


ſigh, „ I am looking for flowers, 


and I can't find any. But this 
is not the ſeaſon for flowers,” ſaid J. 
There are ſo many flowers,” he 


ſaid, I have in my garden, roles, 


and honey-ſuckles of two forts, one 


ot them I had trom my tather; 1 they 
grow every where: I have been 
two whole days looking tor them, 
and I can 't find them. There are 
| flowers too above there, yellow, and 
blue, and red. and that centaury 
which grows in ſuch pretty cluſters; 
I can find none of them.” I aſked 


him what he intended to do with 


_ theſe flowers. He ſmiled, and wes 


holding v up his e with a my fte- 


rious 


1 


rious air, ſaid. Don't betray me, 


I have promiſed my miſtreſs a noſe- 


l Lou did well,” ſaid I. 


_* Oh! the has every thing,” he an- 
1 " the 1s very rich :”"—* And | 
ya Bd, * me likes your noſe- 
0087: Oh! ſhe has jewels and a 
erown !” he exclaimed. I aſked 
who ſhe was? + If the States Ge- 
neral would but pay me, he cried. 
out, © I ſhould be quite another 
1 man Alas there was a time when . 
I was fo happy ; : but that time is - 
paſt, and I am now—' ' He raiſed 
| his ſwimming eyes to. Ueaven.— 7 
«+. You were then happy! I faid. 5 
Alas! why am 1 not fill the 
3 4 88 lame g 


[166 }: 
ame? ſaid he, I was ſo well, ſo 
gay, ſo contented—lI was like a fiſh. 
in the water.” An old woman Who 
was coming towards us, called out, 
Henry, Henry! where are vou ? 

we have been looking every where 


for you; come to dinner !' Is 


chat your ſon ?” I aſk'd her. "Yeu, --:- 


my poor unfortunate ſon,” ſaid the ; 
CT the Lord has ſent us this afflic- 
tion.” I aſked whether he had been 
long in that ſtate? * It is about ſix 
months,” ſhe anſwered, -* ſince he 


has been calm as he is now, and I 


thank Heaven for it; he was one 


whole year quite raving, and chain- 


ae down in a mad-houſe; now he 


does 


1 
does no harm to any body. but he 
talks of nothing but kiags and em- 
perors. He was a very good young 
man, and helped to maintain me; ; 
he wrote a very fine hand; and all 


ol a ſudden he became melancholy, _ 


was ſeized with a burning fever, 
grew diſtracted, and is now as vou 
5 ſee. If I was to tell you, Sir'— I 
_ Interrupted her by aſking at what 
time it was that he boaſted of ha- 
ving been ſo happy. © Poor boy,” 
ſaid ſhe, with a ſmile of compaſſon, 


wit is the time in which he was en- 


| tirely out of his ſenſes ; ; he never Fg 


ceaſes to regret it ; it is the time Þ 


» hen he was confined and abſolute- 
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ly raving.” I was thunderfiruck. 1 
put ſome many into his hand, and 
vent away, 

« You were happy! 1 3 
ed, as I walked haſtily back towards 
the town; © you were like afiſhin 
the water! God of heaven! is this 5 
5 the deſtiny ot man? is he only hap- | 


py before he poſſeſſes his reaſon, Es 


and after he has loſt it? You are 
unfortunate, and 1 envy your lot. 
Full of hopes you go to gather 


flowers for your princeſs—in win. 


ter !—and are grieved not to fing 
| any, and don't know why they can- 
not be found.— But as for me, po 
5 wander without hope, without de- 


ſign, 
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ſign, and 1 return as I came. To 


your diſordered fancy it appears 5 
that if the States General paid you, 

you ſhould be a man of conſe- 
| quence; and happy it is for you 


that you can attribute your ſuſſer- 


ings to any foreign power. You 


do not know, you do not feel, that 


your wretchedneſs is in your agita- 
ted heart, in your diſordered brain, 


and that all the kings and poten- 


tates on the earth cannot reſlore you. 
Let their death be without con- 


| canton,” who can laugh at the ſick | 


man that travels to diftant ſprings, 


only to find an accumulation of dif- 
eaſe, and a death more painful! or 


that : 


h 
t 
: 
t 
: 
1 


4 


. 


— —— —— — ——— — —— 
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hat 2 | exult over the depreſſed : 


mind, who to attain peace of con- 
ſcience, to alleviate his miſeries, 
makes a pilgrimage to the Holy 
Land! Every ſtep which wings 
his feet in unbeaten paths, is a drop 
3 "of balm to his ſoul, and each night : 
brings new relief to his heart.— 
Will you dare to cal! this extrava- 
gance, you that raiſe 'yourſelves upon 
fils to make pompous declama- 
5 5 tions | ?—Extravagance —0 God, 
thou ſeeſt my tears thou haſt 
given unto us a ſufhcient portion of 
I n miſery - muſt we alſo have brethren _ 
5 chat perſecute us, that would de- . 
my prive us of all conſolation, and take 7 
þ _ : 


1 


| away our truſt in thee, in thy love and 


| mercy? The vine which ſtrengthens | 


us, the root which heals us, come 
from thy hand— Relief and ſavin 8 

bhealth are thine —Father ! whom 
I know not - thou who wert wont 
to fill my ſoul, but now hideſt thy 
face from me call me back, 


| ſpeak to my heart —in vain thy 


ſilencẽ would delay a ſoul which _ 
_ _ thirfſts after thee ! — What father 


would be wrathful againſt his ſon, 


i pwn bed bes Ws,” 


and fell on his neck, and cried out 
Oh, my father forgive me it 1 

have ſhortened my journey, it 1 am 
5 returned before the appointed time, 


nn : 


8] 
* world is every dene the 


Fg ſame labour and pain, pleaſure 


and reward, all were alike indiſſe- 
rent to me—l find happineſs only 


in thy preſence, and here let me 


| remain whatever 1s my fate LEoAad 


vouldſt thou, heavenly and adored . 
Father, baniſh this child from «hy 


awful preſence ? 


e LET TER an 


| December 1. 
'Y dear friend, the man 1 de- 


ſcribed to you, the man ſo 


env viable in his misfortunes, was 3 


Tec re 


E 


ſecretary to Charlotte's father. He 


conceived an unhappy paſſion for Eh | 1 5 
her ; he cheriſhed, concealed, and | 
at length diſcovered it—was dil- | 
miſſed, and became ſuch as 1 yeſter- 
day faw him.—Think what an im- 
preſſion theſe few words made upon 
me! which Albert repeated with as 
much tranquility, as perhaps you. 


tad them. 


LETTER LXXIlL 


December 4. 
FT all over, my dear friend; 
I can ſupport this fate no 
ngen, To-lay 1 was fining by 


4% 04; IS. It » Mos 


1 2 


. ſhe | was ala ing on ber | 
harpſichord with an expreſſion it is 


impoſſible for me to deſcribe to you. 


Her little ſiſter was dreſſing her doll 
upon my lap ; the tears came into 
my eyes; I leaned down and looked 


| intently at her wedding-ring; my 


tears fell—immediately ſhe began 


to play the favourite, the divine air 
_ which has To often enchanted me. Yee 
| —leit comforted by it; but ſoon ; 5 
it recalled to my mind the times 
| that are palt—Grief, diſappointed El 
hopes. ed began to walk with haſty 
_ firides about the room---I vas | 
choaked— At length 1 went up 0 

125 her, and with. eagerneſs ſaid, © For 


Heavy en o 


E 
Hcaven's ſake play that no longer. 
She ſtopped, looked ſtedlaſtly at 


me, and ſaid, with a ſmile that ſank 


5 deep into my heart, Werter, you 


are indeed very ill; your moſt 


favourite food diſguſts you. Pray 


go, and try to compole yourſelf. — 
I tore myſelf from her. — Great 
God ! thou ſeeſt my torments, and 


thou will put an end to them 


LETTER LXXIV. 


December 6. 
TOW her image haunts me 

5 Awake or alleep ſhe is ever 
—— to my ſoul Soon as l cloſe 


TY 


my eyes, here in this brain, where 


all my nerves are concentred, her 
dark eyes are imprinted. Here—l_ 
don't know how to deſcribe ut ;— 
but if I ſhut my eyes, her s are im- 

mediately before me like a ſea, like 
- precipice, and thev occupy. all the 
fibres of my head.— What is man 
that boaſted demi-god ! his ſtrength 
fails him when he moſt wants 1— 

and whether he ſwims in pleaſure, 
or bends under a load of forrow, 
he is forced to flop; and whilſt he 
is graſping at infinity „finds he mult 
return again 10 his fir ſt cold exiſt. 


ence. 


LETTER LXXV. 


FEEL as thoſe wretches muſt _ 


have felt who were formerly 8 | 


8580 to be poſſeſſed by devils. 5 
Sometimes I am ſeized with ſtrange | 
_ Rarts and motions :—it is not agony, 


it is not paſſion ; it is an interior 


ſecret rage \ which tears. my boſom, % | 


and ſeems to feize my throat— _ 


Wretch that 1 am 1—Then 1 run. 
and wander amidſt the dark and 


gloomy ſcenes which this untrien dly 


| ſeaſon exhibits, Laſt night I felt 


thus coultrained to go. out of the 


* 8 down. 
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tewn. I had been told that the river, 
2nd all the brooks in the neighbour - 
hood, had 0 erflown their banks, 
and that my favourite valley was 
under water. I ran thither at paſt 

eleven O clock: it was a glocmy 
and awful fight the moon was be- 
hind a cloud, but by means of a + 
few ſcattered rays I could perceive 
the foeming ax C5 rolling over the 
fields and mende us, and beating 
again ſt the bulkes; te whole valley | 
* as a Normy fea, teſled by tu 
rious wines. The mon tlen ap- 
peared again, ard reſted on a dar!. 
cloud; the {plendour ot her light 
increaſed the diſorder of nature. 
e The 
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The echoes repeated : and redoubled 


0 the roarings ot the wind and the 


waters. I drew ; near to the preci- 
pice; I wiſhed and ſhuddered ; 1 


ſtretched out my arms. 1 leaned 


over. 1 ſighed, and loft myſelf in 


a the happy thought of bury; ing all 
my ſufferings, all my torments, in 
8 that ab, s, and toſſing amidſt the | 
waves. Why were my feet rooted. 
to the earth? could 1 not thus 
have put an end to my miſery ?— 
But 1 teel it, my dear friend, mv = 
hour is not come. With what 
delight ſhould 1 have changed my 
nature, and have incorporated with 
the whirlwinds to rend the clouds. 


5: and: 


[ 116 3 

and diſturb the waters | N N 
1 may one day quit my e and 
5 taſte theſe pleaſures. 
I looked ſorrowtully does upon 


2 little ſpot where I had ſat under a 


willow by the fide of Charlotte, af- 


e ter a ſummer's walk ; that alſo was 


_under water. 1 nd hardly diſtin- 
guiſh the tree. Alas ! I then thought 


ot the meadows, the fields round ” | 
the hunting: lodge ; the walks, — 
green receſſes, now perhaps laid - 


waſte by the torrent; and the me- 


mory of time for ever loſt entered 
; my heart.— Thus, to the lleeping 


captive, dreams recal all the bleſ= _ = 


E 1 J 
—1 don't reproach myſeli, I have 
the courage to die ;—I ſhould have. | 
—1 am now hike an old and w retch- 
ed woman, who picks div flicks 5 
along the hedge lide, and begs 
5 bread from door to door, to proiong 
for a tew moments her” keeble and 


miſcrable exiſtence. 


LETTER LAXVI 


| | December 17. 
KV not how it is, my dear 
friend, my imagination 1s full i 


of 8 Is not my love for her 


the pureſt and the moſt ſacred 3 


„„ 608 the love of a brother or 


is 


1 


his ſiſter? Did ever my heart from 


a wiſh that was criminal ?—1 will 


make no vows.—And now a dream 


Toon! they were much in the 


right who attributed contending 

| paſſions to powers that are foreign 
to us! —This very night—I tremble | 
as I wrote it—this very night I held 
her in my arms, I preſſed her to 


my boſom, devoured her trembling _ 


lips with kiſſes. The moſt melting ID 


ſoftneſs was in her eyes, in mine 


_ equal extaſy. be I now at this : 


moment recal theſe tranſports with 10 


8 delight, am I guilty of a crime ?— _ 
Oh Charlotte Charlotte! tis all 5 


1 over; my ſenſes are diſordered, 5 


and 8 88 


L wy 1 
and for theſe ſeven days 1 have a 
not been myſelf ;—my eyes are full 
ol tears : all places are alike to me; 


in none am 1 at peace — deſire 
nothing, I aſk nothing. —Ah! twere 
MM better far cog OUTE depart * „ 


[ The Editor to the Reader. = 8 


In order to give a connected 

oy account ot the laſt days "of w 6 er, 

I uam obliged to interrupt hs ce cath . 
of his letters by a narration ; the 
materials for which were furniſhed _ 


io me by Charlotte, Albert, his own _ 


ſervant, and ſome other witnefles. 


t) 
Tas paſſion P Werter had in- 


ſenſibly | diminiſhed the harmony 
which ſubſiſted between Charlotte 
and her huſband. The affeftion of 
Albert for his wite was ſincere, but 
calm, and had by degrees given 
place to. his buſineſs. He Ad not 
indeed own, even to himſelf, that 
there was this difference between the 
days of courtſhip and the day of 
marriage ; but he elt a certain di- 
pleaſure at the marked atrentions of 
Werter. It was an infringement of 
his right, and a kind of tacit re proof. 
his idea increaſed the diſſatisfac- 
tion he felt from buſineſs that was 
_.. continually accumulating, that was 


ful 


11 


Vas but indifferently paid. The f 
grief which preyed on Werten 3 

heart had l the frengih of | 

dis genius; he had loft his Viv acuity . 


and his quick perceptions; in ſo- 


ciety he appeared Joy leſs and flat. 5 
This diſpoſition had of courſe an in- 
fluence upon Charlotte, who faw 
him every day ; and the fell into 


a ſort of melancholy, which Albert 


attributed to the pre grels of her 


attachment to her Lover, and WW erier | 


to the deep concern ſhe felt for tlie 


| alteration in Albert's condutt to- 


awards her. The want of confidence 5 


in theſe two friends made their o- 90 


bo” ors ciety 


Xo ment when Werter was there ; and 


1] 
| avoiding going to his wife's apart- | 


; Werter, who perceived it, after 
fome fruitleſs efforts to deſiſt, took 
6 thoſe opportunities to ſee her , when | 


be knew Albert was engaged. Dif. | 


content and bitterneſs of heart in- 
creaſed ; till at length Albert very 
arxily told his wife, that were it for 
the ſake of appearance only, ſhe 


' ſhould behave differently to Werder | 


and not ſee him ſo often. About 
the ſame time, this unfortunate 


young man was confirmed in his 


reſolution to quit this world. It BO). 


| had ny; been his moſt favourite 
5 Gough, - 
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thought, and particularly fince his | 
return to the neighbourhood of 
Charlotte. He had always encou- 
| raged it, but he would not commit 
ſuch an action with precipitation 
and raſhneſs; he vas determined 1 8 
to take this ſtep like a man who 


| knows what he is doing, is reſolved 5 


and firm, but calm and tranquil. 
His doubts and ſtruggles may be 
ſeen by the following fragment, 4 
which was found without any date 5 
amongſt his papers, and which ap- 
pears to have been the begraning . 


5 of ; 4 letter to is friend. -] 


—Her preſence, her fate, the in- 
1% 6 | 


tereſt 
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tereſt the ſhows for mine, have power 
fill to draw ſome tears trom my * 
withered brain f ; 

One lifts up the curtain; one 
palles to the other ſide — that is all! 
And why all theſe delays ? why 
all theſe tears ?—Hecaale we know 
not what is behind—becauſe there 
is no returning—and we ſuppole 
that all is darkneſs and Coutubon, 8 


, where there i 1s uncertainty : 


[His mortification when he was | 
ſecretary to the ambaſſador, was 
never effaced from his memory. 


V henever he mentioned it, which 


* d not otten happen, it was as eaſy 


© 


„„ 
io perceive that he thought his 
that adventure; and it gave him 2 


5 diſtaſte for public affairs, and all 


political buſineſs. He then gave 


way entirely to thoſe ſingnlar opi- 


nions and ſentiments which are 
| to be met with in theſe letters; 
and to a paſſion which knew no 
bounds, and which was deſtined 
: 10 conſume all his remaining vigour. 
The continual ſameneſs and ſadneſs 


of his intercourſe wich the moſt 


| amiable and moſt beloved of wy. 


men, whoſe peace he diſturbed— 
his conflicts and ſtruggles—and the 


. ſeeing his life paſs away without end 


KJ: 3 
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or deſign, drove him at length to 


5 put an end to his exiſlence. 


LETTER IXXVI. 


3 | December 20. 
[ MusT depart —1 thank you 


for having repeated the word 


ſo ſcaſonably —Yes, it is undoubt- 
 edly better that I ſhould depart. 
: However, 1 do not entirely approve : 
the {cheme- of returning to your 


neighbourhood : at leaſt I ſhould 


like io make a tour in my wav : 


particularly” as one may expect . 


froſt, and { comlequendy good 2 
* Ws 


E 1 


I am much pleaſed with your in- 
tention of coming to fetch me; 1 
only delire you to defer your jour- 
ney tor a fortnight, and to wait for 


another letter trom me. One Sonia Z 


gather nothing before it is ripe; 


and a fortnight ſooner or later 


makes a great differe: Ace. | Defire | | 


my mother to think of me in her 


prayers ; and tell her [ lincerely aſk 


her pardon kor all the unhappine 3 


have occaſioned her. 1 was doomed 


to give ſorrow. to all choſe w hoſe 
happinels I ought to have promoted. 


Adieu! my dear, my deareſt friend! 


May all the bleſlings of Hear an at — 


dend you! Adieu e 


— — — 4 


— 


The 1 


E 
[The ſame day (which was the 
Sunday before Chriſtmas), Werter 
went in the evening to Charlotte's : 
| houſe, and found her alone. She . 
Vas buſy preparing little gifts for 
her brothers and fiſters, which were 


to be diltributed on Chriſtnas-eve. 


He began talking of the delight of . 


the children, and of that age when 


the opening of the door, and the 


ſudden appearance of the deſert de- 


corated with fruit and ſweetmeats, ; 
and lighted up with wax candles *H 
cauſes ſuch tranſports of joy. — 
ſhall have a gift too it you behave 
well,” ſaid Charlotte, hiding her 
embarraſſ ment a under a ſweet ſmile. : 
G POTN b + i 


„What do you cal! behaving well, 
laid he, my dear Charlotte?“ She 
anſwered. * Thurſday night is | 
| Chriſtmas-eve: the children are all 
o be here, and my father too ; 


there is a ES for each; e 


wars that time. ener Was 


ſtruck— “ 1 deſire; vou will not : "Me: 


mut be fo 3 1lakk | it of you 25 a fa- OM 


vour ; it 15 bor my own. peace and 
tranquility that 1 alk it; we mul 
not go on in ale any long- 
er. —He turned away his face, 


walked haftly up and down the 


room, and muttering between his 


teeth, * We mult not go in this 1 


; manner | 
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manner any longer. che EO 
ſceing the violent agitation into 


which St words had thrown him, | 


endeavoured to Aer his thoughts | 
by different queſtions. But it wa* 


in vain. © No, Charlotte, faid be. 


| Eh I will never lee you more! And > 
why fo, Werter ? we may, we muſt 
fee one another again, only let it 


| be wich more diſcretion. Oh! why ; 


were you born with what impetuo- 


ſity with that exceſſive, that ungo- 
vernable paſſion for every thing that 
is dear to you ?” Then taking his 


band, ſhe ſaid, 8 Let me beg of you 


to be more N $: what a variety of 


5 plcaſure and entertainment your fine | 


under- 5 


e 
underſlanding, your genius and ta- 
lents may furniſh you !—Be your” 
ſelf, and get the better of an unfor- 

mumate attachment to me, who can 

only pity you.” —He bit bis lips, 
and looked at her with a dark and 


angry countenance. She continued 


28 to hold his hand—“ Grant me a mo- 


| ment 8 patience, Werter '— Do you 
not ſee that you are deceiving your. 
ſelf, that you are ſeeing your own 
deſtruction?ꝰ Why muſt it be only 
meme who belongs to another — 
1 fear, I much fear, that the wa 
_ Gbility only ot poſſeſſing me makes 


"M- - "08 - deſire of it fo ſtrong.” He 
85 1 8 de, back his hand, and with wild 


| and 


111 


and angry looks fixed his eyes on 


—_— Tis well! ey he exclaimed. 15 


4 


tis very well !—Did not Alvert 


Gr vou with this reflection — 


us a very profound one. It 1 is a 


reflection that at 1 one SY very | 
eaſily make,” the anſ« ered ;* What! 


is there not in the whole * corld one 


woman who is at liberty, and who. 


has the power to make you happy ? 
| Get the better of vourſelf; look for 
ſuch a woman, and believe me when 
ien vou that vou will certainly fing | 
her. bs have long apprehended for 


Fo and for us all, the ſmall circle 


to winch vou have confined your- 
felt. Make an effort. Yo Jae 


may 
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may and will diſſipate you.—Seck. 5 
and find an objett worthy your ten- 


derneſs; then return here, and en- 
joy with us all the happineſs that can 
ariſe from the moſt perfect friend- 
hip.” 125 8 N Ks 
„This ſpeech, my dear Char- 
lotte, ſaid Werter with a ſmile, 


but full of acrimony, © ought to be 


printed tor the improvement of all 


1 55 teachers. Allow me bat a little time 5 


longer, and all will be well. — But 


| however, Werter, don't come again 


before Chriſtmas-eve, ' the ſaid. — 


3 He was going to anſwer, when Al- EE 4 


bert came in. Werter and he coolly GE.” 


| ſaluted each other, and with appa- 


n 
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rent embarraſſment walked up and 


down the room. They began to 
6 converſe on different ſubjects, but 
withour connettion ; and they were : 
ſoon dropped. Albert aſked his 
wile about ſome commiſſions he had | 
given her; and finding they were 
not executed, he made uſe of ſome 
| harſh expreſſions, which pierced the 
heart of Werter.—He wiſhed to ga- 
but had not power to move; and 
in this: ſituation he remained till 
eight o'clock ; uneaſineſs of tem per 
and acrimony continually increa- 
ling ; till at length the cloth was 5 
laid, and he took leave ; whilſt Al. 
My re gs | bert 


C235; ] 
bert very cooly aſked. him, it he 


would not ſtay ſupper. 


Werter returned home, took the 
C an. lle from bis  fery ant, and went up | 
to his room alone He was heard 
tall: ing with great Seele and 
* alking haſtily in his room in a pal- 
fon of tears At length, without 
uudecihng, he threw himtelt on the 
bed; where his ſervant found him 
at eleven vo clock, when he ventu- Fay 
red to go in and take off his boots. 
Werter did not prevent him; but ; 
ordered him not to come in che 
morning till he rung. BOY 
Monday - morning, the 21ſt of 
December, he wrote the following 
N 2 352 letter, 
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letter; which was found ſealed on 


mis bureau after his death, and given 
0 Charlotte, I ſhall inſert it in 


fragments, as i: appears by ſeveral 
cCircumſtances to have been writ- 
9 


Alt is all over.— Charlotte, I am 
reſolved to die; I tell it you delibe - 


62 rately and cooly, without any ro- 


Fg, mantic paſſion. The morning of 


that day on which Iam to ſee you 
for the laſt time; at the very mo- 
ment when you read theſe lines, 
Oh, beſt of women! a cold grave 
holds che inanimated remains of that 
is agitated unhappy man, who, in the 

laſt 


1E * 1 


laſt moments of his life, knew no 


pleaſure ſo great as that of con, 
verſing with you. I have palled a 

dreadful night—or rather let me 

call it a propitious one; for it has | 

determined me, it has fixed my pur- 

8 pole: I am reſolved to die. When 
I wore my elt from you yeſterday 
my lentes were in the greateſt zu- 

malt and dilorder my heart was 
opprelled; hope and every ray ot 
pleaſure were led for ever from 
me ; and a petrefying cold ſeemed 
20 ſurround my * retched being. —1 | 
could ſcarcely, reach my room 
uUnew my felt on my knees. —Hea- 


won | 4% tlie alt time granted me the 0 
eh * 3 N | con. 


i by 
cCeonſolation of ſhedding tears. My 
troubled ſoul was agitated by a _ 
| thouſand ideas, a thouſand different : 
ſchemes! at length one thought 
took poſſeſſion of me, and is now _ 
| fixed in my heart—I vill die— 
It is not deſpair, it is conviction 
that I have filled up the meaſure of 
| my ſufferings, that I have reached : 


"the term, and that 1 ſacrifice myſelf 


for you. Yes, Charlotte, why ſhould 


6 not fav it ? It is neceſſary for one 9 


of us three to depart—it ſhall be 
Woerter. — Oh, my dear Charlotte Sw: oo 


this heart, governed by rage and _ 


fury, has often conceived the hor- 


id idea of murdering your huſband 


[ 139 * 
2 —1 muſt then depart | ? 
When, in the fine evenings of 
5 ſummer, you walk towards the 
A mountains, think of me ; recolle& 
che times you have ſo often ſeen me 
come up trom the valley; raiſe your 5 


eyes to the church-y ard which con 


tains my grave, and by the light of | 


the departing ſun ſee how the even- 


ing breeze waves the high grals 


which grows over me I was calm 5 
when I began my letter; but the 
recollection of theſe ſcenes makes 


mee cry like a child. 


About ten in the morning Wer- 


ter called his ſervant ; and as he was 


dreſ- 


4 +] 


dreſſing, told him he ſhould go in a 


few days; bid him lay his cloaths in 
order, call in his bills, ferch home | 
the books he had lent, and give two 
months pay to thoſe poor people 
who were uſed to receive a weekly 
| allowance trom him. _ He break- 
. faſted in his room; and then mount- 
ed his horſe, and went to make a 
viſit to the ſteward, who was not at 
home. He walked penſively in the 
garden, and ſeemed as it he wiſhed 
to renew all the ideas that were molt _ 
paintul ro him. The children did 
not ſuffer him to remain long alone : 
they all went in purſuit of him; and 
ikipping and dancing round him, | 


told him, that after to-morrow, and 
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to-morrow, and one day more, they | 
were to have their Chriſtmas-gitt 


from Charlotte; and deſcribed wo 


him all the wonderſul things their 
little imaginations bod tormed an i 
expettation of. To-morrow,” 
ſaid he. * and to- morrow, and one 
day more! . —and he kiſſed them 
ee He was going ; but the n 
little one ſtopped him, to whiſper 


in his ear, that his brothers had 


: wrote fine compliments upon the 

5 ne w- year, very fine indeed, and 5 

> very long ;—one for papa, and one 
for Albert and Charlotte, and one | 


. for Mr Werter too; and that they 


5 were to be preſented very early. in 


he.” 


1 


the morning on new-year's day.— 
This laſt firoke quite overcame 
him— He gave ſomething to each 
of the children, got upon lis horſe, 
and charging them 0 ve lis com- 
pliments to their papa, left them 
with tears in his eyes. He returned 
home about hve 9 clock, aud or 
dered his ſervant keep. up the 
fre; told lum to 5 up his books 
aud linen at the bottom of the trunk : 
| and to lay his coats at the wp.—He 
then appears to have wrote the. Lo! - 
lowing fragment of lis. letter to 

Charlotte. 
—You do not ex pect. me you 8 
think 1 ſhall obey vou, and that I 
Tp 5 thal!l 
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ſhall not ſee you again till Chriſt- 


mas-eve. Oh, Charlotte! to-day 
or never! On Chrillmas-eve you 


will hold in your hand this paper ; 


you will tremble, and you will wet. 


| it winh your te ars- — ought—1 will N 


lam well pleaſed ti:at 1 have fix. 
ed my relolution. 


| At half an hour after ſix he 


went to Albert's: he tound only 


Charlotte at home, who was much 


diſtreſſed at ſeeing him. She had, 
in converfation with her huſband, 
mentioned with leeming neghgence, 
that Werter would not come there 


again till Chriſtmas-eve ; o and very 


toon afterwards Albert ordered his 


horſe, 


E 
' horſe, and notwithflanding the rain, 
ſet out in order to ſettle ſome buſi- 
neſs with a ſteward in the neigh- 
| bourhood. Charlotte knew that he 
| had tor a long time delayed making 


— this viſit, which was to keep him a 


night from home. She felt his want 
of confidence, and was hurt. Alone, 
and full of ſorrow, ſhe recalled her 


piaſt life, and found no cauſe of re- 


| proach either in her ſentiments or 
her conduct, or with regard to her 

huſband, from whom the had a right 

to expett happineſs, and who was 


"© Ow the cauſe of her milery. Shs |. 
then thought of Werter and bla- Ft 


med, but could not hate him. ” 


| ſecret 1 
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ſecret framarky. hal attache(l het % 


him from their frſt acquaintance 3 


and now, after "* long an intimacy, 


alter paſſing through ſo miny r 5 


ferent ſcenes, the impreſſion | ww as. 
engrav ed on her mend tor ever. | At 
length her full be 1: * was relieved 

by tears, and the tell into a fott me- 
lancholy, in which ſhe. was quite 5 
w rapt and loit ; when with infinnie 
aſtoniſhment a 1d em tion iy > heard 
w erter upon the fairs, aſking it 
the Was at home. tt was tho late to 


deny her! elf, and ſhe 11 d not reco- 


5 vered her co itafion w. ien he Came 


7 8 You | have not kept. ont 
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word!” ſhe cried out. —** 1 did » not 
premiſe any thing,” he anſwered.— 
+ But for both our ſakes,” ſaid 
Charlotte, © you ſhould have grant. 
ed what I aſked of you. She ſent 
to ſome of her friends, and deſired 
tlem to come, that they might be 
witneſs of the converſation ; with 
the idea, too, that Werter, thinking 
himſelf obliged to wait upon them 
home, would go away the ſooner. 
He had. | . brought ſome books; ſhe 
talked to him of them, and of ſome 
_ others, and introduced Various in- 
different ſubjects. wh. ilſt the was ex- 
. petting ker ſr1ends : but the ſervant 
5 drevght. dac k 5 heis 3 | 


oh a. f 


— N | s 
Be: 1 =; 
. ; +2; | 


was engage. with company, ant 
another prevented by the rain. 

This unlucky circumſtance at firlt 
made Charloite uneaſy; but the- 
conſciouſneſs of her own innocence _ 
at length inſpired her with a noble 
confidence : and, above the chime- 
ras of Albert's brain, and conſcious 
of her own purity of heart, ſhe re- 
jected her firſt intention of calling 
in her maid ; and alter playing two 
or three minuets on the harpſichord 
to recover herſelf, ſhe went with 
great compoſure and ſat down by 
Werter on the ſofa. © Have you 
nothing to read to me!” ſhe ſaid. 


1 J 
—He anſwered, * No.” —* open 
that drawer,” faid Pod „and 
you ill find your own tranſlation 
of ſome of the ſongs of Oſſian: I 
have not vet veal it; I have been 
waiting till you could read it to me 
yourſelt ; but for ſome time paſt 
vou have been good kor nothing.“ 
He ſmiled, went to tetch the ma- 
| nuſcript. and ſhuddered as he took 
it up.— lle ſat down with eyes 
. ming in tears, aud began t to 
tead.— After reading ſor {ome time, _ 
he came to that affecting paſſage 
u here Armin deplores the lofs of _ 


huts beloved daughter. : 


* Alone 


Lw J 
Alone on the ſea-beat rock my 
daughter was heard to complain. 
9 requent and loud were her cries 3 
nor could her father relieve her. 
All night I Mood on the ſhore. 1 
ſaw her by the faint beam of the 
moon. All night I heard her cries. 
Loud was the wind, and the rain : 
: beat hard on the ſide of the moun- 
tain. Betore morning appeared, | 
| her voice Was weak ; it died away 
like the - evening- — among tlie 
graſs of the rocks. Spent with griet, 
the expired; and left thee, - Armin, 5 
alone! Cone is my ſtrength in che 


: war ; and talen my pride among 


5 WO: nen q 


Ng - Whew 
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„When the ſtorms of the moun- 
| tain come, when the north lifts the 
waves on high, I fit by the ſounding 
ſhore, and look | on the fatal rock. 
Often by the ſetting moon I ſce the 
ghoſts of my children. Half view- 
5x leſs, they walk in mourntu] confe- 
rence together. Will none. of vou 
leak in piry They do not regard 
their father ' I am ſad, O Carmor ' 
nor ſmall the cauſe of wo! 

A flood of tears flreamed from 
the eves of Charlotte, and gave 
ſome reliet to the opprefſion of heart 
which ſhe felt. Werter threw down 


the paper, feized her hand, and 


Wept 
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wept over 1 She Las On "the 


other arm, and held her handker- 
chief to her eyes. They were both 
of them in the utmoſt agitation. In 
this unhappy ſtory they felt their 
own misfortunes ; together they felt 
them, and their tears flowed from 
the ſame ſource. The ardent eyes 


and lips of W erter were rivetted to 


her arm. She trembled, and wiſhed _ 


to go from him; but ſorrow and 
ſoft compaſſion preſſed upon her. 
and weighed, her down. At length 5 

ſhe heaved a deep. figh to recover 1 
herſelf, and, ſobbing. deſired him 
to go on, e _ exhaufled. : 


CTY 


1 1 


took up the manuſcript, and in 


e accents continued. 


« Why doſt thou me: me, 0: 
hs 7 It ſeems to ſay, I am cover- 
ed unh the drops of heaven. The : 
time of my fading is near, and the 
| blaſt that ſhall ſcatter my leaves. 
To-morrow {hal | the trav eller come : 
he that ſaw me in my beauty ſhall. 
come; his eyes will {earch the held, 


but they will 1 not find me. 


[The | W hole force of theſe wor ds : 
"EY hke a ltroke ot thunder on the 
heart ot the ets: Wertcr- 


In this de :ſpair he threw him! elf at- 


Char R 
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_._ Charlotte's feet, ſeized her hands, 


and put them to his eyes and to his 
torchead. An apprehenſion of ie 
fatal project for the firſt time ſtruck 

| her ; her ſenſes were bewildered 5 

the preſſed his hands, preiled them 

to her boſom ; and leaning towards 


bim, with emotions of tender pity, 


her warm cheek touched his. Then 
they loſt ſight of every thing; the 
whole world diſappeared from be- 
fore their eyes. He claſped her in 
his arms, ſtrained her to his bo- 
5 ſom and covered her trembling lips 
with paſhonate kiſſes, © Werter 
me cried, in a faint voice, and turn- 


. 
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00 her face from him ; „Werler pe” 


| and with a feeble hand put him 


from her. At length, with the firm, 55 


determined voice of virtue, ſhe cried, 
« Werter!” and he was awed by | 
it; and tearing himſelf from her 
arms, fell on his knees before her. 
Charlotte roſe; - and with diſordered 
grief, and in a voice of love mixed 


with reſentment, ſaid, * This is the 


laſt ime; Werter, you will never 


fee me more!” She caſt N one laſt | 


tender look upon her unfortunate. : 


lover; then ran into her room, and : 


bolted the door. Werter held out 


a his arms o her, but did not t care. to e 


 detai 5 
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2» detain her. He N on the . 


ground, with his head reſting on I 


de ſofa, for above half in hour, 


All he heard a noiſe ;—it was the 


ſervant coming to lay the cloth. He 


3 then walked up and down the room ; 


CE and when he was again left a: 25 


he went to Charlotte's door, and 


1 in a low voice ſaid, _ Charlotte! 


ö Charlotte! but one word more, only 5 


; one adieu.“ He llopped, and HA. 


„ ee. She made no anſwer. —He - | 


intreated-liſtened again; then tore 


© himſelf from the place, crying, * ; 
TE dieu. Charlotte ! ' Adieu for ever! |. 


Werter ran to the gate of he 135 


town n; 
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town ; the guard knew. him, and 


Jet him paſs, The night was dark 


and ſtormy ; it rained and fnowed. 
He came in about elev en. His ſer 
vant perceived he. was without 4 
bat, but did not venture to ſay any. 
thing ; and when he und: efſed his 
maſter, be tound his cloaths were 
all wet. His hat was afterwards 
found upon the point of a rock. 
> where it is inconceivable that he 
could chime in lach a night with- 
out. breaking lus neck. He went. 
7 to-bed, and ſlept till late next day. 
Hrs ſervant tound um | III ing 
when he carried his coffee to lim. 


Her 


He was ; adding what follow, to 


Cc harlotte 8 letter. ] 


— For the laſt, laſt time, I now 


Open my eyes. | Alas ! they will be- 


| hold the ſun no more; a tluck nd 


gloomy fog hides it. —Yes! let Na- 
ture put on mourning—your child, 
your friend, your lover, draws near 
his end. C harlone ! the ſentiment 
L now feel flands alone in my mind 
—it is ſtrongly marked ; and yet. 
nothing appears to me more like a 
dream, than w hen 1 ſay, This is the 
laſt day. The laſt '—Charlote, = 
have no idea that e N with 5 
2 * 0 . this 


eee 5 
this word—Laſt !—To-day 1 ftand 
upright, I have all my ſtrength; to- 
morrow, cold and ſtiff, 1 ſhall lie 
extended on the ground. What is 

death ? we do but dream when we 

talk of 1—1 have ſeen many die; 

but ſuch are the limits of our 
leeble nature, we have no clear 
conceptions of the begianing or end 
of our. exiſtence. At this moment 
1 fill poſſeſs my ſelt --- or rather, : 

deareſt of women! I am thine * 

and the ne xt—detached, leparated 

—perhaps for ever —No, Char- : 
lotte, no! we now.exiſt, how can | 

we be annihilated ?—What is anni- 


© hilation? 
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hilation >—This too is a mere word, 5 
a found which conveys no 1dea to 
my mind Dead Charlotte! ſhut 
up in a pit, ſo deep, ſo cold, ſo 
dark.—I had a friend who was every 
_ thing to me in my helpleſs youth ; 
5 ſhe died : I followed her hearſe; 4 1 ; 
| flood by the fide of her grave when 
the coffin was let down: when 1 


heard the creaking of the cords 1 5 


they were let down and drawn up : 


5 when the fiſt ſhovel- full of earth 
was thrown. in, and the coffin re. 

3 - turned a hollow ſound, which grew 
fainter and fainter will it was all co- 
vered in, + threw *. on be : 
„„ 8 ground; | 


1 


4 LT” 
— — —  — 


1 
ground; my heart was ſmitten, 
grieved, rent; but I never knew 
what had happened, nor what was 
to happen to me — Death! Grave 1 
—] underſtand not the words, | 
Forgive ' torgive '—veſterday— 
Alas that moment {ſhould have 
been the laſt of my life. 1 am be- 
loved, 1 am beloved by her ; the 
delightful ſenſe of it for the firft 
time penetrated, inflamed ny heart. 
My lips {till teel the ſacred warmck 
they received from thine. New tor- 
rents 'of delight flow in upon my 
heart. Forgive me forgive me! 


Oh! 1 knew that 1. was dear to 


4 
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you : I ſaw it in the firſt animated 


| knew it the firſt time you preſſed. 


my hand: but when I was ablent 
from you, when I ſaw Albert by by 
your fide, my doubts and fears re- 
turned. 8 + „ 
Do you reco! ect the flowers vou 


ſent me, when at a diſagreeable and 


_ crowded aſſembly vou could e 


ther ſpeak to me, nor hold ou: „aur 
hand Halt the night I was on my 
knees 8 theſe flowers ; thev 
were the pledges of affection : but : 
_ theſe impreſſions grew fainter, and 
were at length effaced. — Every 


03 | thing 


6 J 
thing paſſes away; but a whole. e- 
ternity could not extinguiſh the 
flame which was veſterday kindled 
by your lips, the flame I tee] within 
me. — She loves me ' theſe arms 
have encircled her waiſt, theſe lips 
have trembled upon her's : ſhe is 
mine — Yes, Charlotte vou are 
mine for ever! _ 5 
Albert is - your huſband; but 
what of that? it is for this lite only. 
—And in this lite only it is a crime 
to love you, to wilh to tear. you 
trom him! This is a crime and 1 . 
puniſh myſelt for it: I. have enjoy 


ei have [enjoved the full de 
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light of 31 drew i in a baim which 
has revived my ſoul. From this 
moment you are mine—yes, Char- 
lotte, you are mine. 1 g9 before 
you ; I go to my Father, to thy Fa- 
ther: l ſhall carry my ſorrows to 
5 the foot of his throne, and he will 

give me comfort till you arrive. ; 
Then will I fly to meet you: Iwill 

claim vou, and remain with vou for 
5 ever in the preſence ot the Al- : 

mighty. 1 do not dream. 1 do not 


rave; 4; aw ing near to the. grave, 


my perceptions are more clear. We | 


ſhall exiſt, we ſhall lee one another BD y 


- again : ve  thall ſee your reſpetted 


5 mother : 5 


7. - 
mother; I ſhall ſee her, I ſhall find 
her out, and I ſhall not be afraid to 
ſhow ber my heart.- —Your mother ! . 


v our image 4 


| [About eleven o'clock, Werter | 
aked his ſervant it Albert was re- 
turned: he anſwered. ak Yes ; tor 
he had ſeen him go by on horſe. 
back. Upon which Werter ſent 


" has with the tollow! ing note un- 


ſealed 


* Be fo good to lend me your 


piſtols fora journey. Adieu! 


The 


1 6 1 

The tender Charlotte had paſſe! 
the night in great agitation and dif- 
rrels; her blood boiled in her veins, 
5 and painful ſenſations rent her heart. 
The ardor of Werter's paſhonate 
embraces had, in ſpite of all her 
| efforts, ſtolen into her boſom : : * 
the ſame time ſhe recalled to her 
memory the days of her tranquillity 
and innocence, and they appeared 


to her with new charms. She 


diteaded the looks of her hufband. 


and the pointed irony of his que- 


tions, after he had heard of Wer- 
ter's viſit. She had never been 
guilty of any falſchood, never had 


6 
 difſembled ; and for the firſt time 
the telt the necellity of it. Her di- 


ſtrels and repugnance made her - 


5 think her | tault more enormous A 
and yet ſhe could neuher hate the 


author of it, nor even reſolve to ſee 


hum no more. Melancholy and lan- 


guid, ſhe was ſcarcely dreſſed when 
ber huſband came in: his preſence 


was for the firſt time irkſome to 


betr. She trembled left he ſhould _ 


jy perceive that ſhe had been crying 
and bad had no fleep ; and this ap- 
3955 prehenſion increaſed her embarraſs. 


ment. She received him with a 


5 bind, of | eagerneſs which rather bes 


raved | 1 


trayed remorſe and confuſion, chan 
| expreſſed any real ſatisfattion. AL: 
bert obſerved it ; and after opening 
ſome letters, he drily aſked her, 


whether there was any news, and 


Cho ſhe had ſeen in his abſence ? 

She anſwered, after ſome heſitation, 
Werter ſpent an hour here yeſter- 
day. —“ He chooſes his time 


well, ſaid Albert ; and went into 


his room. Charlotte remained a- 


lone for a quarter of an hour. The 


preſence of a man ſhe citeemed 


and loved, gave a new turn to her 


IR : thougluts 2 the recollected all | his 


kindneſs, the generoſity of his cha, 


tacter, 


1 
rater, his attachment to her ; and 
ſhe reproached herſeif for having 
{ſo ill requited him. A ſecret im- 
pulſe prompted her to follow him; 
the went to his room and took her 
work with her, as ſhe ſometimes 

_ uſed to do. She aſked him, when 
E ne went in. if he wanted any thing * 
he laid, No.” and began to. 
write: ſhe ſat down and worked. 
Albert trom time to time took a_ 

| few turns up and down the room ö 
nnd then Charlotte addreſſed ſome 

diſcomſe to him: but he ſcarcelx 
made her any anſwer, and fat down 
ag ain 10 his bureau. This - beha- 


viour 


3 < 


t «6g ] 


g viour was made more painful 3 
ber, by her endeavours to hide the 


oy concern ſhe telt from it, and to re- 


train the tears which were every 
moment ready to flow. They had 


paſſed an hour in this irkſome ſitu- 


ation, when the arrival of Werter's _ 


ſervant. completed Charlotte's * 


ſtreſs. As ſoon as Albert had read N 


the note, he turned coldly to his 


wife, and laid. Give him the i- 


lol —I wiſh him a good journey.“ 


c Theſe words were a . thunder- ſtroke 


10 Charlotte ; he got up, and tot- 
tering, walked lowly to the wall, 7 


| with * | trembling hand took down | 


[ 1yo }. 


the piſtols, and by degrees wiped ; 


|  offtheduſt. She would have made 


ſtill more delav, had not a look 
from Albert obliged her to leave off. 
| She then delivered the fatal arms 
400 the ſervant, without being able 

to ſpeak a ſingle word; folded up 

her work, and went directly to hei 
room, overcome with mortal grief. 
and her heart foreboding dreadtul _ 
calamities. Sometimes ſhe was up- 
on the point of going to her huſ- 
band, to throw herſelf at his feet. 


and to acquaint him with all that 


had happened the preceding even- 


ing; to tell him her fault, and her 


2 
8 ap- | 
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apprehenſions but then ſhe fore- 
aw that it would be uleleſs, and 
that Albert would certainly not be 
perſuaded 0 go to Werter's houſe. 
Dinner was ſerved ; and a friend of 
Charlotte's, whom ſhe deſired to 
ſtay with her, helped to ſupport the 
converſation. When Werter heard 
that Charlotte had given the piſtols 
| - with her own hard to his ſervant, 
"he received them with tranſport. He 1 
eat ſome bread, and drank a glals of 


5 wine, ſent his ſerv ant 0 dinner, and 


15 then bega: „ to write. 1 


| To Charlotte In Continuation s- 


—They have been in your hands: 
vou wiped the duſt from them: 1 
give them a thouſand kiſſes: you 
have touched them. Ah! Heaven 
approves and favours my deſign. It 
15 you, Charlotte, : who furniſh me 
with the fatal inſtruments; I wiſh- 
ed to receive my. death from vour | 
hand. and from your hand Iam go. 
ing to receive it. 1 have been in- 
7 quiring of my ſervant ou trem- 
bled when vou gave him che pi- 


ſtols: but vou did not bid. me a- 


© EN IG 


„„ 
dieu.—Wretched ! Suetched ha 1 a 


am not one adieu In that mo- 
ment. which unites me to vou lor 
ever, can your heart be ſhut againſt 5 
me? Oh Charlotte ages cannot 
wear out the impreſſion; yet 1 feel 

that you cannot hate the man who = 


has this paſſionate love tor you: 


3 Alter dinner he had his trunk 
packed up, deſtroyed a | great many : 
Papers, and vent out 0 diſcharge 
ſome triſling debts. He returned 


home + and then- went out again, 


T notwithſtanding the rain, firſt to the 8 


| C ount' 8 garden, and then farther \ in- 1 


1 3 5 


L 
to the country. He returned when 
night came on, and began to write 


again. 


| —My dear friend, I have for the 
laſt time ſeen the mountains, the 
toreſts, and the Ky. Adieu!—My 

| deareſt mother forgive me: my 


friend, 1 entreat you to comfort 


her. God bleſs you I have ſer-- . 


tled all my affairs: farewell We 
ſhall ſee one another again, we ſhall 
ſee one another when we arc more 
happy. 

1 have but all requite| yOu, Al- 


Pert; and you forgive me—L have : 


di- 


+1096 I 
| difturbed the peace of your family 77 


I have occaſianed a want of confi- 


dence between you. Adieu! lam | 


my death remove every obſtacie to 
your happineſs ! Albert, Albert, 


make that angel happy ; and may 


| the benediction of Heaven be upon 


you! 


[He finiſhed the ſettling of bis 


papers; tore and burnt a great 
many; ; others he ſealed up and di- 
retied to his friend. They contain- 
1 ed looſe thoughts and maxims. Tome 50 
of Wich I have ſeen. "Ae: ten 


oclock -: 
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7 o'clock he ordered * fire to be 


5 made up, and a pint. of wine to be 
brought to him, and then diſmiſſed _ 

his ſervant ; who with the reſt of 
che family lay in another part of the 
| houſe. The ſervant lay down in 
his cloaths, that he might be ſooner 
ready the next morning, his maſter 
having told him that the poſt-horſes 
would be at the door before fix 
00 weben! | 2 


+ Werter in continuation: to Charlotte. 


Paſt eleven of clock. All 15 b. 


lent round me. and my ſoul i. 


calm * 


* 77 * 
calm — render thanks' to thee, o | 
God chat thou granteſt to me in 
theſe laſt moments | warmth and vi- 
Sour. 1 8 
WED © draw near to the window, ny 
dear friend. and through | clouds, | 
: which are driven rapidly along by 


impetuous winds, I ſee ſome ſtars. . 


Heavenly bodies ' You will not fall 85 


the Eternal ſupports both you and 
me! I have alſo ſeen the greater 


bear—favourite of all the conſtella- | 


tions; tor when I left you. in ee 


crening it uled to ſhine oppoſite _ 


your door. How alien have 1 look» : 


eat it with rapture ! how often rai- 


1 
ſed my hands towards it, and made 
it a witneſs of my felicuy! And 
ſtill Oh! Charlotte ! what is there N 
which does not bring your image 
before me? Do vou not ſurround me 
on all ſides ; and have I not, like a 
child, collected together all the litile 
things which you have made ſa- 
cred by Your touch? 
The proſile, which was ft 3 
to me, I return to you, Charlotte; 
and 1 pray you to have a regard for | 
. Thouſands of kiſſes have I im- 
printed on it Ct and a thouſand times 
"have 1 addreſſed my vielt to it as * 


* ent ont and came in. 


R 

I have wrote a note to your ta- 

= ther, to beg he will protect my re- 
mains. At the corner of the churche. 
5 yard, which looks towards. the fields.“ 
there are two lime-trees; it is there 

— 1 wiſh to reſt: this is in your fa- 
ther's power, and he will do it for 
his friend. Join vour entreaties 19 
mine. Perhaps pious Chriſtians will 
not chooſe that their bodies ſhould 

be interred near the corple of an un- 
happy wretch like me. Ah ' let 
me then be laid in ſome remote 
valley; or by the fide of the ligh- 
way, that the Prieſt and the Le- 
vite, when they pals my tomb, may 


lit 
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Uk "A eyes to Heaven, and ren- 


5 der thanks to the Lord, whilſt the 
| Samaritan gives a tear to my 8 
ED Charloue! I do not ſhudder no- 
| that I hold in my hand the fatal in 


ſtrument of my death You preſent | 


it to me, and 1 do not draw back 


All, all is now finiſhed ; — this 


TY the accompliſhment of all my 


hopes ; ; thus all my. vows are "as 
"TE 5 
Why had 1 not the ſatisfaktion to 
; die for you, Charlotte ? to ſacrifice 
myſelf for you ?—And could 1 re- 


fore peace and happineſs to our 


. boſom, with what refolutiou, with 


hat 


— 7 TROY 
what pleaſure ſhould * meet my 
3 But to a choſen few only it 
is given to ſhed their blood tor 


thoſe who are dear to them, and | 


augment their 1 wy the Ta- b 
crifice. 


1I with, Charlone, to * buried in 
the clothes I now wear : you have 
touched them, and they are ſacred. 


I have aſked this favour too of your 5 


father. My ſoul hovers over my | 


grave My | pockets are not to be ng 


| ſearched. —The knot of pink ri 5 


band, which you wore on your bo- Z 


bla the firſt time 1 faw you, ſur- 


5 counded by: your. children—(Dear 
Vos I, + 2 _ chil- 


children ! I think I ſee them play. 
5 ing round you Y give them a thou- 5 
find kiſſes, and tell them the fate 
ol their unfortunate friend. Ah! 
at that firſt moment, how ſtrongly 
75 was I attrafted to you! how Bid: 
able ever ſince to looſe my ſelf fr om 5 
vou f his knot of riband is to 
be buried with me; you gave g it 


me on my birth-day.———Be at 
peace; let me entreat you, be 8 
peace — : FO: 


che clock 


They are loaded 
ſtrikes twelve-I1 go- Charlotte 
Charlotte ! Farewell! Farewell! 


* 288 


(One of the neighbours ſaw the | 


£ flaſh, and heard the report of the : 
piſtol; but every ching remaining 
5 quiet. he thought no more of it. 


: At ſix in the morning, his ſer- 
_ vant went into the room with a 
candle. He found his maſter ſtretch- 

ed on the floor and weltering in his 


| blood; he took him up in his arms, 


and ſpoke to him, but received no 


anſwer. Some ſmall ſymptoms of : 


life itil appearing, the ſervant ran 


to fetch a ſurgeon, and then went 
to Albert's. Charlotte heard the | 
5 gate-bell ring; an univerſal tremor 
ſeized her the waked her huſband, 3 
985 r 


* 184 . 
and both got up. Tue frond, all 
m tears, told them he dreadful e- _ 
vent. Charlotte fell ſenſeleſs at Al. 
bert's feet. to 
When the ſurgeon came to | the 
unfortunate Werter, he was ftill ly- 
ing on the floor, and his pulſe beat: 
but che ball going in above his eye, 


had pierced thro' the ſkull. How- 5 


erer, a vein was opened | in his arm: 


the blood came, and he ſtill conti- 1 


nued t to breathe. 1 


It was ſuppoſed, by ths blood | | 


round his chair, that he commited 


this raſh action as he was ſitting „ 
bis bureau; that he afterwards fell 


an 


EB 
— "a thie - 8 ts was found. ping 55 
on his back, near the window. He 


was dreſſed in a blue frock and buff 1 
waiſtcoat, and had boots on. * LA 


very body in the houſe and in the 

neighbourhood, and in ſhort people 
from all parts of the town, ran 10 
fee him. Albert came in: Wenter - 


was laid on his bed; his head Was 


bund up, and the palenefs of death © 


; was on his face. There were ſtill 


. ſome ſigns | of life ; but every mo- | 


: ment they expetied him to expire. 5 : 
BY He had drank only one glass of 


i wine. Emilia Galoti was 151 ing open 5 


8 upon his bureau. „ 
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1 will fay nothing. FY Albert ; 
Eh, great diſtreſs, nor of the ſituation of ; 
_ Charlotte, — 5 
The old ſteward, as ſoon as he 


heard of this event. hurried to the 


| houſe : he embraced his dying friend 


and wept bitterly. His eldeſt boys 5 


ſoon followed him on foot , they 
threw themſelves on their knees by 

| the fide of Werter's bed, in the | 
utmoſt deſpair, and kiſſed his hands 

and face. The eldeſt, who was his 

i favourite. held him in his arms till 


5 he expired; ; and even then he was 

taken away by force. At twelve 
Werter breathed his laſt, The 
. % 8 | | Stew 5 


„ 


Steward by his preſence and his 
precautions, prevented any diſturb- 
7 ance amongſt the populace ; and * 
the night the body of Werter was 
buried in the place he had himſelf : 


_ choſen. The Steward and his ſons 


_ tollowed him to the grave. Albert 
was not able to do it. Charlottes 
ite was deſpaired of. The body 


s carried by labourers, and no 


_ prieſt attended, 


- WERT 4 ER To cha 0 _ F. 
BY ta — bis Death. 


Charlone ! Charlotte! all-accom- | 
pliſh d maid, 5 
To ah my heart its homage long has : 
paid: | 
In whom is center aan that's = - fair $ 
1 0 Whoſe {miles A * ee 
air, 
Tor every heart their influence mn 
And make a lever, where you meant 2 
| friend: | 5 
5 v noſe ruby * and melting voice diſpenſe e 
Miellifluous ſounds with more than _ oy ” 
ſenſe . 


3 19 y 
Whoſe waving locks and i ivory mck | im- 5 
5 The faireſt model for the ſculptor” 5 art : 

O lovely Charlotte how ſhall I con- 
troul 
— thrilling raptures che . my 
__ ſoul? | 
How bid my paſſion yield to Reaſon's | 
voice, | 


When Reaſon's ſelf muſt juſtify my choice? 


Vet, though thy charms, the ſource of WW 


every joy, 

My thoughts by day, my dreams by nigh 
employ ; | 
Tho' thy lov'd image, by gay fancy dreſt, | 
Vich more than mac ardor fires he 85 
| breaſt: 
reg Wo 


e 
| Wo to the man that would thy heart be- 

„ 
And that angelic ſoul with guilt defle! 
 Who'd dare to violate the nuptial rights, | 
(That ſacred bond which | one to one | 


_ unites). 


-þ hows but covet not, 2 Albert”: J ite; 285 


Nor would deſtroy, m my friend, thy peace ah 
for life. 


Put when at length thoſe buen realms | — | 


we gain, 


- Where : no connubial claims our e thoughts 
8 reſtrain; | = 


When. ſelfiſh, human laws fall ceale to 


- bind, 5 
And univerſal love reigns unconf'd ; 


1 } 
Then, free as air, congenial fouls bn 

| mect, 
And ſex, with holy rapture, ſex ſhall greet 1 
uw wy 1 ſnatch e to my 


And challly revel in n celeſtial A 
Eeſtatic bliſs ſhall groſſer love ae. 
And Charlotte make that 5 8 25 


